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SPRING SONGS. 
I. 

Oh what a world of joy is on thy wing, 

Thou first soft breath of Spring ! 

Like a glad messenger thou art, that bears 

The word of liberty 
To some poor prisoner, who starts and hears 

That he is free, 
And with overflowing eyes, and soul subdued. 
Rears up his weary face in speechless gratitude. 

Thus do I welcome thee ; and lift my eyes 

Up to the sunny skies, 

And catch upon thy balmy breath- the scent 

Of many quicken'd flowers, 
And revel in a soft presentiment 

Of summer hours. 
And songs of birds, and many happy things, 
Are borne to me, O Breeze, on thy prophetic wdngs ! 
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II. 

Oh, look around, my love, 
For the god of Love and the god of Spring 
Have joined hands to-day, 
And, like a laughing spirit, play 
Over the lea and over the grove^ 
And over everything. 

The sun gushes over with love ; 
He sheds it over the happy earth*; 
The raindrops woo the flowers. 
And the buds look up and smile at the showers, 
And the very air around and above 
» Is aglow with mirth. 

See, and a thousand birds 
Do twitter in yonder gtove, 
They twitter, and flit, and sing. 
And make the whole world ring. 
Their song is a song that hath no words 
Save, " Love, love, love ! " 

Ay, love ! listen and look ; 
Tis a pleasant sight to see, 
Tis a pleasant page of a happy book, — 
We will read it, thou and I. 
Love me, love, for I love thee, 
Love me, love, or, love, I die, 
For I love thee. 
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III. 



Come forth, my love, and see the year unfold ! 
Come, watch the land a-budding into life, 
And see the flow'rs, woo'd of the balmy spring, — 
Come forth, in shy response unto his voice. 
Lured from the guardian lap of mother Earth, 
Like bashful maidens hearing the sweet tone 
Of love at first, when love is fresh, and fair, 
And dear, and true, — 

Oh, see how sweetly shy 
They lift their blushing cheeks unto the sun. 
Half-awed, half-coy, all pleased ! 

And mother Earth — 
Proud of her lovely offspring — she has donned 
Her fairest mantle for to greet the Spring — 
The lover Spring, who comes to woo her flowers. 
For Spring has woo'd and won, the happy Spring ! 
And I am come to woo, my love — to woo 
A fairer than the flowers, — ^just as fair 
As thou — no fairer. And \^ith gentle eyes. 
And red, red lips, no redder than thy own. 
Oh, love, my love came up as these fair flowers ; 
They know not whence they came, nor why, nor how. 
Only that life is very good and dear. 
So sun doth shine upon them. And my love 
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It came, and is, and life is very fair, 
So only thou, beloved sun, art nigh. 
My love it came, and is, — it came of thee, 
A creature of thy gentleness. 

Oh, thou 
Most lovely parent, bid it cleave to thee. 
And it shall cling about thy life, thro' life 
And thro' the grave, and thro' eternity. 
The babe which thy immortal soul begot 
Cannot be mortal 1 



IV. 



Oh for the cold, cold wind. 

The cold east wind and the frost ! 

Love and the sun are lost, — 
The sun that was so kind. 
And the love that was so dear. 

Never mind ! 
Love and sun shall both be here 
When the summer days are near. 



Colder the wind and colder. 
Keener the frost and snow ; 

Love grows older and older. 
Love will die ! Oh no. 
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My love will never, never die ; 
Tho' Spring be never nearer, 
And I grow never dearer. 

My love will live as long as I. 



Nearer the spring, and nearer, 
The snow is gone and the frost ; 

Dearer am I and dearer, — 
How could the sun be lost ? 

Sun is always on the move, 
He has many to smile upon, 
He has other work to be done ; 

But I knew he would come, — both he 
and love. 



Older the spring and older, 

Summer has come and gone ; 

What of love ? — and what of the sun ? 
Colder it grows and colder, — 

Sun and love are not to be seen ; 

And the frost is cruel and keen. 
Let him be keen as keen can be. 
He shall not bite into thee and me. 

For love is mine, 

And love is thine, 
And sun is safe in our hearts, my queen ! 
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V. 

Come forth, O Sun, and be our king, 
Chase with hot wrath usurper Frost, 
And tell him that his power is lost, 
That we have borne too long 
His cruelty and wrong. 
And all his dreary governing. 

Chase thou these snowflakes, that they melt 
For very shame, and be away ; 
And teach the earth thy pleasant sway. 
Smile into life the flowers. 
And warm the shivering hours, — 
Too long the winter's cruel wrath they felt. 

Thine is a grateful task, O Sun, 
For at the beck of thy first ray 
All things are eager to obey 
Thy blissful ordering ; 
Flowers bloom, the birds do sing, 
And Summer comes at last, one joy by one. 

And I have felt the cruel Frost, 
And seen the bitterness of grief; 

But now Spring comes, and leaf by leaf. 

And flower by flower, the days 

Mellow in thy soft rays, 
And Summer comes upon my heart at last. 
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VI. 

1 went alone when the rain had falFn, 

And sun had sunk to his rest ; 
And there was a throng of tender thoughts 

A-swelling into my breast. 
And I said, " Oh sweets of the evening shower, 

Oh sweets that the rain hath brought, 
My heart hath a world of love to tell, 

But oh, on my tongue is nought. 
And many a time in many a rhyme, 

I have striven to ease my breast, 
But the thoughts that broke from my swelling heart 

Returned to me unexpressed. 



8 LOVES OF THE FLOWERS, ETC, 



TO THE FORGET-ME-NOT. 

Sentimental little flower, 
Wee, love-sick Forget-me-not ! 

Tell me all thy doleful story — 
Thine has been a cruel lot. 

Constant youths and fickle maidens- 
Maidens very false and fair ; 

Tis the old familiar story, * 
Told for ever everywhere. 

There was once a little maiden 
(See how well I know thy tale), 

And the maid had eyes so gentle, 
And a cheek so pure and pale, 

And a mien so full of sweetness. 
Such a wealth of sunny hair. 

Voice like love-sick doves a-cooing. 
And a brow so smooth and fair, 
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And a glance so true and gentle, 

Joy and sadness all in one, 
Love and Faith did come together. 

Hand in hand, unto their sun. 

No wonder Love ! Love knows her temples : 

And she was the home of Love. 
And Faith,— is any faith in heaven ? 

Is there any truth above ? 

But a youth he wander'd hither — 

Is there any faith above ? — 
Oh, a youth he wander'd hither. 

For to meet his trysted love. 

And she came not — and she came not — 
Still she came not I And the youth 

Tarried for his faithless maiden : 
Where was faith, and where was truth ? 

And he tarried, and he tarried, 

And he tarried till he died ; 
And she came not, tho' the song-birds 

Woo'd their mates on every side j 

And the sunbeams woo'd the flowers, — 
AJI the world was full of love, — 

Full of love and full of wooing : 
Is there any faith above ? 
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For sihe came not ; and he perish'd : 
But there sprang from out his heart 

Such a gentle little flower, 
Blue and modest as thou art. 

Sentimental little flower, 
Of a broken heart begot, 

This is all thy little story, ^ 
Wee, love-sick Forget-me-not ! 
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Shall I tell thy fortune, 

Pretty little maid 
With the wealth of ringlets 

Dowering thy head ? 

Thou whose eyes are starshine, 
And thy cheek a rose, 

On whose stem a lily 
Perpetually grows, 

Thou shalt have rejoicing 
When my face is glad : 

When my joys are vanished 
Then shalt thou be sad. 

If my purse be empty 
And my lot be poor, 

Poverty shall wake thee, 
Knocking at thy door. 

When I find a fortune. 
Wealthy shalt thou be ; 

If my lot be freedom, 
We shall both be free. 
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Thou shalt have a weddmg, 

When I find a wife ; 
Thou shalt be beloved 

With love more strong than life. 

Thou shalt be beloved 
In sickness and in health, 

In bondage and in freedom, 
In poverty and wealth. 

Thou shalt be belovbd 
Long after life is o'er, 

Thou shalt be beloved, 
Now and evermore. 
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I LOVE thee not, dear maid, for this, 

That in thine eyes 
There dwells the very soul of gentleness ; 

That envy dies 
Self-slain to look upon thy artless grace. 
And mark the perfect fairness of thy face. 

Ay ! thou art fair — fairer than fair ! 

Thy loveliness 
Should fall like sun upon the morning air. 

And wake no less 
The birds unto their songs if on a day 
The sun forgot to rise and hold his pleasant 

sway. 

But wert thou fairer than the morn, 

'Twere not for this ; 
Were it not mine, I think my heart should scorn 

Thy loveliness ! 
Nor had I loVd the sun, however so bright. 
But that his rays are shed to give me warmth 

and light. 
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Dear maid, I love thy love so well, 

That in thy love 
I seem to have my being, as from a spell, 

And live and mov6 ; 
And in thy love I prize thy loveliness, 
Loving thy love the more, but not thy beauty less. 
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THE WOOING OF THE ROSEBUD, 

A LITTLE daughter of the sun, 

A tiny flower, 
A modest bud, the fairest one 

In all the bower. 

And when night fell o'er mead and grove, 

There came to woo, 
And kissed his little rosebud love, 

A drop of dew. 

He kissed her lips the long, long night, 

And fondly deemed 
That there was none to see the sight. 

So still it seemed ! 

But sun had left a guardian star 

To watch his child. 
He saw their kissing from afar, 

And rose and smiled. 
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And shot adown the gloomy sky 

Right speedily, 
And like an arrow from on high 

Plunged in the sea ; 

Nor rested till he found the sun 

Lying at rest, 
Who hastily his robes did don. 

And, splendour dressed, 

Rose smiling from the sparkling set, 

The king of light, — 
Rose smiling, smiling merrily ! 

And at the sight 

That dewdrop wept for shame ; and she — 

His rosebud wife — 
She blushed as red as red can be, ■/ 

For all her life ! 
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Oh, my heart, my heart ! 

What ails with thee, poor heart, 
That thou dost beat 

So slow, so slow ? 
Oh, Time has lame, lame feet. 

And I would go — 
I cannot bear to limp and linger so ! 

Oh, my love, my love ! 

What ails with thee, poor love ? 
Hast thou no air 

To keep thee alive ? 
Is life so fair, so fair 

That it is worth to strive 
For every breath that keeps thee 
struggling here ? 

Oh, my heart, my heart ! 

And oh, my love, my love ! 
What made ye sudden start 

And live and move 
As tho' ye woke from sleep ? 

What magic art 
Did make ye laugh and sing which 
could but weep ? 
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Can it be this, — 

A little vision of a girl ? 
A dark eye full of tenderness 

And a dark curl ? 
Nay, heart, my heart ! beat on 

With all thy might ; 
And, love ! look on thy sun, 
And take thy warmth from her, 
and take thy light. 
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Listen, thou for whom I deign 
To leave my pride and stoop to love ! 
I swear to thee, that if it prove 
My stooping was in vain, — 
That thou did'st bid me in thy sight 
To humble me for thy delight 
And thy disdain, — 

Though thou be fair as the fairest flower 
That e'er was bom of the sun and shower ; 
Tho' thou be pure as the mountain stream ; 
Tho' thou be chaste as an infant's dream; 
Tho' thou be dearer than life and light 
When the bliss of living is infinite ; 
Tho' thou be fair as the lov'd are fair, 
And dear, my love, as the lov'd are dear, 
And thrice more dear than they ever were ; 
Tho' thou be fair with the fairness of heaven, — 
Thou shalt not be forgiven ! 
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The story of a little flower 

Of heavenly birth, 
Which came and bloomed for one short hour 

Upon the earth, 
And on the even of its little day 
Drooped all its tiny leaves, and passed away. 

The story of a little seed 

Sown in the ground. 
Where many a foul and noxious weed 

Did abound ! 
Oh ! blest the wind which bore that seed away 
To bloom where weeds are flowers, and night is day. 

The story of a little child. 

Who, for a year. 
Came into this great earth, and liv'd and smil'd, 

And was so dear, 
And grew so deep into a mother's heart. 
That oh ! 'twas hard when they were forced to part. 

For on a morn, when sorely sick he lay. 
With painful breath, 
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Came one, and stood, clad in the light of day, 

Whose name was Death. 
He took that angel-child all tenderly. 
And loos'd his struggling wings, and set him free. 

The story of a mother's heart, that wept 

So sore, so sore \ 
Because that little child, the lov'd one, slept 

To wake no more ! 
Her eyes were filled wdth tears, or she had known 
It was a lovely thing which took her little one. 
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Love said, " Oh who will be my knight, 
And bear my arms and ride abroad. 

And wear my colours in the fight 
And wear my sword ? " 

" Lo ! I will fight for thee,'* I said, 

" O love ! " and straight I rose and went ; 
And soon I met an armed maid, 

On war intent. 



Then leap'd I forth, my lance on high. 

But hurrd not j for the maid stood still. 

She did but gaze with her dark, dark eye, 
And in her spell 

My arm was fix'd. With that she caftie, 

Took from my grasp Love's barbed dart, 

And drove it like a burning flame 
Straight to my heart. 
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Oh, maid, if mine thou art, 
If thou has promised to thy heart 
To quench its thirsty love with me, 
Oh tell me, tell me why 
Ye linger cruelly 
To touch my prison'd joy and set it free ? 

Waste not this youth of ours, 
Its fairest, dearest hours. 
For time is full of harmful ill and chance. 
Whose is the present bliss 
Of thy dear loveliness ? 
Who eats the fruit of my inheritance ? 

Only the sunbeams flit 
About thy locks of night ; 
Their kissing is my right, 
And none shall question it ! 

I grudge the very sun and air of thee ! 

Oh, tell me, tell me, thou ! 
How long shall time be slow. 

And life as drear as now ? 
Nay ! tarry not — since thou art doomed for me. 
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Friendship, my friend — what shall we say of Friend- 
ship? 
It is the bond which links us — thee and me ; 
Therefore I love it, loving thee ! A bond 
Of no material substance this j not steel, 
Nor gold, nor meaner iron j for a wrench, 
A tear, or damp, or heat, or cold — a force 
Somehow applied, or even subtle art, 
Should snap such bond at will ! But we are linked 
With substance such as brave old Time is made of, 
Or lusty Life, which is not tempered full 
Save thro' the horrid furnace of grim Death. 
Against such bond no wrenching shall prevail. 
No tug shall jar it, and no subtle art 
With ceaseless harassing unfibre it 
Our hearts are lock'd with that firm bolt of love 
Whose key is not of earth. 
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Fare thee well, oh ! fare thee well ; 

Let us walk our various ways ; 
Time is rude, and breaks the spell 

Woven o'er us many days. 

Fare thee well ! for thou must go j 
Day must sicken into night ; 

We must be content with woe, — 
Heav'n is jealous of delight. 

Fare thee well, oh ! fare thee well ! 

Is there nothing more to say ? 
Is there nothing more to tell ? 

Nothing ? is grief nothing ? — nay ! 

Is love nothing, which must live, 
Tho' it would gasp itself away ? 

Is love nought, that must survive, 

Tho' hope be dead for many a day ? 

Fare thee well, oh ! fare thee well ; 

Let us walk our various way ! 
What if Time has broke the spell, — 

Love is but a summer's day ! 

Let the Autumn come with rain. 

Let her pass, she and her sadness ; 

Summer must return again. 

With new love, and with new gladness. 
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FAREWELL 

Just as this settmg son 
You iade away from us, whose evening kiss 
lingers a moment, now the day is done, 
And falling paints the world with rosy bliss. 
Mellows with golden smiles the weaiy earth. 

Cheering the dull. 
Filling the sad with peace, the gay with mirth, 

Making all beautiful ; 
Leaving a legacy of peace for all, 

Great and small : 
So, only to behold your face, 

Comes like a grateful gift of rest and peace, 
Akin in blessing to the sun above you ; 

Therefore we love you ! 

Unlike in this, that when the day is done 

And sunk the sun, 
We do not yield to any pain or sorrow ; 

Because we know 
That we shall see his face again to-morrow. 

With you not so ; 
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For you must fade away, not as the sun, 

Returning on the morrow ! you must hide 
The brightness of your face for many days, — 

Your bright face which we love to look upon. 
The world is wide, 

And you must follow other ways. 
For many a day, and many, many a morrow 

Therefore we sorrow. 



, 
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TO THE NIGHTINGALE. 

Thy voice again, belovfed nightingale ! 
Ay, bird ! for I have longed in vain for thee 
Through the bare woods, that thy dear melody 
Might call the lingering blossoms into life. 
Thou feathered Orpheus ! fellow of my heart, 
In melody — the happier tenfold thou. 
That with no language dost so full express 
That which we feel in common, which to me, 
For all my words, is inexpressible. 
Thy voice takes up the tale where language ends ; 
When words are dead for feebleness, thy note 
Comes with its subtle power ; and, listening, 
I seem to say, " Oh, sunshine, oh, ye trees, 
Ye fair young flowers, and thou perfect air. 
And oh. Thou dear and mighty Lord of all. 
Yon bird hath plunged him deep into my heart, 
Down to the lowest depth, where lieth love. 
And where is that mysterious thing, or joy, 
Or grief, or both (too subtle to be called 
By any name), which makes the breast to swell 
As mine is swelling now ! — oh, hear ye him. 
And know what I do long with my poor words 
To express — ^and cannot ! " 
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Alone I mused, on a mellow eve, 

By the brook where the willows be, 
And I stopped to gaze, for the stream it flashed 

Like an arm of a golden sea ; 
And a great sweet calm, like an angeFs wing. 

Came over my heart and me. 
And I said, " O God ! unseen, most dear. 

Is heaven so full of bliss, 
That all its vastness cannot contain 

Such wealth of happiness ? 
For I think that the heavens must overflow 

For such a glory as this ! " 
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A BUBBLE. 

A CAPTIVE spirit in the deep, deep ocean, 

A sad thing, sighed. 
Oh what avail a little sprite's emotion, 

And sea so wide ? 
The sigh came bubbling up, and burst, and fled, 
And in the enormous main her sorrow vanished. 

• 
Deep from the lowest misery of my heart, 

A thought went up, — 
A sad, sad thing — like some envenomed dart, 

That slew my hope ; 
Up, up it came, — and vanished in a sigh : — 
The world is far too wide, alas ! for such as I ! 
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SONNET. 

Child ! wouldst thou know to read the thrilling bliss 

Of yonder lark, the secret of the flowers, 

And all fair things that fill this earth of ours — 

What mean they by their songs and loveliness ? 

All these do give their fairest to the Lord. 

The lark — he sings to Heaven. The flowers, no less, 

Waft all their fragrance upward, — they are fair 

Because God's eye is on them. We do hear 

But faintly-sweet the song of yonder bird ; 

Yet even this is lovely — enough dear 

To lure us heavenward with its sorcery. 

So do thou, child, with all thy little might, 

Give God thy loveliest every mom and night ; 

Pray to Him, child, and give Him all of thee. 
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SONNET. 

Oh, little heart, that beats so near to me, 
Oh, little maid, that art so dear to me. 
Say — ^is there lack of lovely things and pure, 
Hath this wide earth nor good nor fair to see. 
That thou must needs my paltry love endure ? 
My best of loves is all unworthy thee, — 
Why dost thou deign to be content with this ? 
Oh, well I know, dear child, howe'er it be. 
That love is not the meed of worthiness. 
But the dear birthright of the sons of God, 
Won by no merit ; else this temporal place 
Were but a dreary earth of barren sod. 
And sunless days and nights all comfortless, — 
For Love is parent of all loveliness. 
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SONNET. 

O Science ! strike at highest heaven and earth ; 
Reach up and catch at all there is of dear, 
And all there ever was of any worth ; 
Strike thou at heaven, and Him that sitteth there ! 
Reach up thy scornful hand, and laugh, and swear 
That all creation trembles, — that sweet Faith 
Flees at thy coming, and all life and death 
Are in thy hand to measure ; shriek thou on 
Thy clamorous lies — for but a cur thou art. 
That yelpest at the unattainable moon ! 
Howl on ! thy yelpings shall not reach the sky ; 
They rise not to the highness of my heart. 
To pluck what spoils of faith do therein lie. 
How shall they soar, thou fool, to shake the Throne 
on high ? 
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THREE SONNETS. 

I. 

Thou delicate wild rose ; and thou in whom 

Is mirrored the near summer — violet ; 

Were ye less dear if that your lot were set 

Where ever unbeholden ye must bloom ? 

ArKi thou, gay nightingale, if that thy doom 

Had been that none of mortal men should hear 

Thy solitary lay, — oh ! not for this 

Were still, I ween, that song so wondrous dear 

Which knows to teach the earth her happiness ! 

And thou, too, joyful lark, that canst not rest 

On earth for thy intolerable bliss. 

But must mount up to heaven and ease thy breast. 

Or die for pent-up joy, — what is't to thee. 

That I do stand beneath in listening ecstacy ? 

II. 

Ay ! ye are God's — not mine ! I cannot rule 
The fulness of thy music by a note. 
Oh, lark ! God lent this magic to thy throat 
For His own joy ! The rose is beautiful — 
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Content to bloom with only God's control, 

Or seen, or unbeholden ! — she is fair 

Because the mother Summer holds her dear ; 

No lust of admiration tainteth her ! 

And if all these do bloom their best, and sing 

Each as his utterance falleth, may not I 

Be voiced ? for man may hear or never hear, 

But I do think it were a wicked thing 

Not but to strive, however lowlily ; 

Therefore I needs must sing when nobody is by. 



III. 



There is no bird, hows'ever mean he be. 
But when he singeth spurns the lower ground. 
Whereon mean things and voiceless do abound. 
And from some spray sends out his melody, 
Or from the high air, nearer heaven. But we — 
We of low earth — look up to catch the sound. 
And honour that sweet bird, somewhere, unseen ! 
There is no poet, howsoever mean. 
But soars in song, and from the higher air 
Spurns the low earth, and caroUeth between 
The earth and heaven. They must seek him there 
Who would behold him. Therefore, when I sing. 
Look up, ye humble critics ; never dare 
Except look up to me and to my carolling ! 
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SPRING. 

This is the magic time 

When, having lately bowed the skeleton trees, 

And chilled them daily with his icy breath 

Almost to death, — 
One morning comes the astonished Breeze 
To wage his usual warfare, and behold ! 
Fair tender leaflets meet his wondering eye, 
Whom, pitying, he handles tenderly, 

No longer rough and cold. 
And all the birds, moved by the magic hour. 
Burst into maddest song, and vie 
In pleasant rivalry of new-found power 
To fill with melody the earth and sky. 

And at the sound. 
Peeps forth to listen from the awakening ground 
A little blossom here and there. 
And some do blush for joy, and some are pale. 
For this new bliss of song and summer air ! 
And all the while the busy nightingale. 
And lark, ambitious for the unseen height, 

Pour joy into the earth 
As though their throats were fountains of delight 
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Gushing with peace and mirth. 
They grudge her silence to the very night, 

And teach the day 
With their untiring song t' usurp a longer sway ! 
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AUTUMN. 

This is the doleful time 

When, tired of summer gentleness, the breeze 

Begins to chafe, and with capricious hand 

Strikes the sad land, 
Which, shivering at his touch, calls in her flowers 
Into her bosom, and the sorrowful trees 
Shake down their leafy offspring in sad showers, 
Down to her lap, — commit them to her care, 

Until next year, — 
When, having battled through the wintry hours. 

And driven the frost away. 
They will reclaim their offspring, green and dear. 
And all the world shall wake, and rustle, and be gay ! 

But now the days 
Grow sadder, ever sadder ! each new day 
Some flower or bird is terrified away ; 

And the wind plays. 
With wanton riot, dealing woe and death ! 
Oh for the silent lark ! he had not time 
To finish his high quest — the Winter's breath 

Affrighted him 
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While yet he sought the sun with each new morn. 
The shivering days are dimly born, 
And hide their dreariness in early gloom 
For the poor sun is heart-broken and worn : 
Lacking his flowers he finds each day an earlier 
tomb ! 
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When shall we three meet again ? 
When the weed is full of grain ? 
When the clouds are full of sunshine, 

And the sun of rain ? 
When the morning breaks in moonshine, 
And the flowers die 

Because the winter flays are over. 

And old Frost, their lover, 
No more is by. 
But deadly sun and summer-time are nigh ? 

When sweet love is among men, 

And truth is universal, — then 

The summer sun shall still be shining, 

As it was in the beginning ; 

And the flowers and the sun. 

Be in love with one another ; 

And the darkness and the moon 
Like a sister and a brother 
Shall still be cherishing each other ; 

Ay ! — and then 

We three shall meet again ! 
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They slay me talking of thee, love, 
Of thee, — who art so far, so far ! 
Almost where lost hopes are, 

In that intolerable grove 
Where dwells despair ! 

They praise, admire, wonder — they 

Who dare to breathe thy sacred name 
As tho' thou wert the same 

As maids that come and go each day, — 
Oh — mad to death I am ! 

See how I reach and gasp for thee ! 

The seas shall wither from their beds- 
And I will tear the earth in shreds ! 

My passionate heart gasps terribly, — 
It bleeds — it bleeds ! 

It bleeds and sobs for my endeavour ! 

Yet I shall have thee at the last 

When tyranny is past ! 
For ever I shall have thee, love, — for ever. 

For ever — ever ! 



42 LOVES OF THE FLOWERS, ETC. 



A MESSAGE. 

I GAVE my heart a message : 
" Go, heart," I said, " to my love, — 
And at her feet go lay thee down, — 
Or if she smile, or if she frown — 

And wait ; 
Nor stir until she move 
With pity for thy wretched state ! 
Tell her, thou hast no rest 
Save in her breast ! 
And tell her, thou would'st stay 

For aye, for aye. 
And beat for her, and only dearest her, 

For evermore ! 
And if she say thee nay. 
Come not away. 
But lay thee there, and break, • 

For her sake ! 
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'TwAS on a silvery moonlight eve 

I told my tale of love, 
And none was by to hear me woo, 

Save the pale moon above ! 

The flow'rs were by, — ^but it was late, 

And they had sunk to rest ; 
Their little heads were drooped in sleep 

Upon the mother's breast. 

The clouds flew past, and hastening 

All burdened on their way, — 
" The parching soil panteth for us," 

They cried, — " we cannot stay ! " 

The rippling rivulet went by. 

But would not list to me, 
" For I must bear," he said, " my charge 

Of waters to the sea ! " 

But the pale moon — the pale wan moon,— 

Listened and heard me woo. 
Now there is nought on earth that knows. 

For she's in Heaven too ! 
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I ASKED the silver moon one night : 

" Fair moon, I prythc tell 
Why dost thou shed so sad a light 

Over the hill and deU ? " 

'' Dost thou not know," the moon replied, 
'' I seek my spouse, the sun ? 

For I have been his wedded bride 
Since days began to run ! 

" But he is gone ! my love is gone ! 

And I am forced to roam. 
While weary, weary years roll on. 

Searching o'er heaven's dome ! " 

" And something seems to whisper me, 
' Aye seeking — ^finding never, — 

A widow thou art doomed to be 
For ever and for ever ! ' " 
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SONNET. 

I KNOW, O God, that Thou hast giv'n to me 
(To comfort these dark days of mortal life 
The which I needs must pass away from Thee), 
I know that Thou hast blessed me lavishly 
With many arms to stay me in the strife 1 
I know Thee also for my one dear Friend, — 
The only one of utter sympathy, 
Who canst behold me failing without end, 
And yet, no less, a loving listener be ! 
I know that often, having foully sinn'd. 
Thee seeking I have found Thee, and again 
Turned from Thy face and sinn'd the selfsame sin, 
And found Thee, faithful still ! Must all this end 
After, in Thy own place, I making no amend ? 
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SONG 

Babbling, sparkling, chattering on. 

By meadow and vale and lea, 
The merry brook he wandered along, 

For he yearned to reach the sea. 

But as he laughed upon his way. 

Exulting in his speed. 
There wept, because he would not stay 
To list, an humble reed — 

A reed that bent her lovingly 

Unto his stream, and cried, 
" Oh, brook, dear brook ! bear me with thee. 

For I would be thy bride ! 

" Bear me upon thy gleaming breast 

Unto the distant sea ! 
For I am weary — I would rest — 

And I love thee faithfully ! " 

But he sped on, and took no heed 

Unto her longing sigh ; 
What cared he that an humble reed 

Did love him faithfully ? 
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Still bent she, yearning, to his stream, — 
But yearned and bent in vain ! 

He chattered by with merrier gleam, 
As smiling at her pain ! 

At last, one day, the brook went by. 
And caught her up, and cried : 

" Come ! for thou lovs't me faithfully, 
And thou shalt be my bride ! " 

By lawn and lea and flowery mead, 

She sailed upon his breast. 
And thought, that loving trustful reed, 

That she had found her rest ! 

But lo ! his current carried her 

Against a cruel stone, — 
And the brook fled and left her there — 

Forgotten —lost — alone ! 

Beware, thou loving, trustful grass, 
And for thy love take heed ! 

I know full many a brook, alas ! 
And many a loving reed ! 
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SONG. 

Ah ! my lady, my shy little lady ! 

Why do you blush when I am nigh ? 
Why is your cheek like the red rose-petal ? 
Shall I tell you why ? 

If I come, my shy little lady, 

Ask you to be my wife one day, 
I know — none better — what you will answer, 
Whether ay, or nay ! 

Ah ! my lady, my coy little lady ! 

I know right well, — shall I tell you why ? 
Because you blush like the red rose-petal 
Whenever I come nigh ! 

Ah ! my shy little, coy little lady ! 

Blush on and welcome ! — none the less 
That that sweet thing you will not tell me 
That does your cheek confess ! 
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A PRAYER. 

Two little lips did breathe a prayer 

Into the air. 
It rose upon a golden ray, 
And Faith did bless it on its way, 

For many a peril must be braved there ! 

The sunbeam bore it speedily 

Up to the sky. 
A lark hung pois'd upon the wing 
And stay'd his matin carolling 

When with her lovely freight the beam 
went by ! 

Past by the cradle of the storm 

Without a harm ! 
The fierce wind, when he saw them come, 
Rush'd forth to drive them from his home. 

But turned and fled — awed by the holy 
charm ! 

A thunder-cloud rushed crashing forth 
In hideous wrath ; 

4 
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The beam she eared not for its ire, 

Nor feared the lightning's tongue of fire ; 

And the fierce thing went grumbling t Vard 
the north. 

A dazzling meteor hurtled by 

Across the sky, 
Onward it sped — near and more near, 
Terrific in its mad career, 

But saw, — and paused, and vanish'd suddenly. 

The countless planets, one by one. 

And the great sun 
They reached and spurn'd ; and then at last 
The very gate of heav'n was past ! 
A shining cherub flew to meet 
The sunbeam with her holy freight, 

And laid the prayer before th' Eternal Throne ! 
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TO THE MOON. 

Moon ! how shall I sing for thee ? 
How shall I waft a song to thee, 

So high above the earth and me ? 

1 saw thee, when the hues of day 
Had scarce found time to flee away 
Blood-red ; thou wert as red as they ! 

I saw thee, when the night was young, 
A golden orb of fire, that hung 
Sublime, the paler stars among ! 

I saw thee, pallid now ; for night 
Wax'd old, and thy mysterious light 
Clad all the land in silvery white ! 

I saw thee, when the mom was nigh, 
A rayless orb ! and thou didst die 
When sun's first smile array'd the sky ! 

I saw thee, set in ebon cloud 
Immovable \ and cried aloud. 
So grand thou wert, and grandly proud ! 



1 
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I caught swift glances of thy face, 

Careering in thy frenzied race, 

Through clouds and vaporous gloom apace ! 

I saw thee, when the heavens lay 
Peaceful and calm, the clouds away ; 
As calm and peaceful thou, as they ! 

Oh ! in the night-time of my life, 
When the deep gloom of care is rife, 
Amid the thunder-clouds of strife, 

Shine, shine, thou Moon of hope ! and when 

I stumble in the paths of sin. 

Oh, shine, and cheer my spirit then ! 
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A THOUGHT. 

This wind that breathes its freshness on my brow, 

Whence comes it ? whither goes it ? who can say 

What reason ruled its coming, rules its going ? 

Obedient to what word, to what command, 

From vague invisible nothingness it came, 

And into nothingness shall go ? No ear 

Heard that word given, — yet 'twas given ! and none 

May tell the wherefore of it — save that One 

Who gave it ! Yet He knows 'twas not in vain. 

Where trembled the first leaflet delicately 

Before the passing of this little breeze ? 

Who knows ? whether in distant hemispheres 

Its birth, or whether in yon little copse. 

Scarce half a mile away, the leaves awoke 

To greet its earliest breath ! 

And whither goes it ? 
Somewhere — obedient to the Master's voice 
Twill vanish, even as it came — unnoticed. 
And be no more ! Yet will its course be sped, 
Not useless, tho' we know not of its use. 
But let the wind blow on ! let it sink on ! 
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What is the wind to us ? Enough for us 
To seek of our own selves from whence we came, 
And whither go ! lest that our days be vain 
And seem as aimless as this frivolous wind ! 
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I SAW her face but now, and heard her voice, 

And ever since, whatever my eyes behold, 

Whatever I hear, is sweetly full of her. 

The larks that were but simple wanton birds 

An hour ago, are messengers to heaven, 

Teaching her name unto her sister angels. 

The very bee that hangs above the flow'rs 

Seems but to whisper one dear name to them. 

Bidding them breathe, for her, their sweetest breath. 

These leaves are blest — for they have shaded her 

From the fierce sun. So fierce he shone to-day 

When we were here together, that methought 

He strove to slay us in his bitter wrath. 

Envying that her eyes were far more bright 

Than all his rays j which when I told to her 

She smird, and with so full a gaze of love 

Looked through me, that I cried, " Oh ! world of mine, 

Let me but gaze into thy true, true eyes. 

For ever, and I care not if the sun 

Smile never more for me ! " " Nay, but," she said, 

" If thou wouldst have the one thou shalt have both ! 

But as for me, my love, since thou art mine, 

Methinks the sun is brighter than before ! " 
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Ah ! heaven j there is a something in her voice, 
A something in her eyes must be the same 
As that the sun says to the barren stalk 
And bids it flower. She is all, all mine ! 
The flow'rs bloom at her presence, and the birds 
Burst into gladder song, and yet her love 
Is all, all mine ! 

Methought the earth was fair 
Ere I beheld it gilded of her love ; — 
Ah ! heaven, a thousand times the lovelier 
And dearer — above all the pow'r of words 
To tell it — and the sweeter, happier 
A thousand, thousand times it has become 
Since she has blessed me of her priceless love ! 
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ADtLE. 

Fain would I muse, but that I shrink 

To break the spell ! 
It seems an idle thing to think 

Of thee, Ad^e ! 

To wake the sleeping memory 

Of what befel, 
To wake the cursed memory 

Of thee, Ad^e ! 

Twere better not, for thoughts can burn 

Like very helL 
I cannot help — my thought will turn 

To thee, Adde ! 

Twere better not ! yet as I muse 

Some cruel spell 
Has seized my brain : I cannot choose 

My thought. Addle ! 

Come then, O baneful image, — see, 

I draw the veil. 
There — it is done ! and this is she, 

Fair, false Adde ! 
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I see her 'mid the shining wheat ; 

I mind it well. 
When all my soul went out to meet 

The fair Ad^e ! 

Ay ! she was fair, fairest of all ! 

And men did hail 
Me blest, so fair a thing to call 

My own Ad61e ! 

They calUd me blest — ^they envied me, 

How could I tell ? 
They envied me, — ^for thee, for thee. 

For thee, Ad^e ! 

The sunny ringlets, golden brown. 

About her fell, 
A glittering river flowing down : 

Too fair Ad^le ! 

The meadow flow'rs about her feet 
Show'd mean and pale, 

And all my soul went out to greet 
My own Addle ! 

I thought to swoon for very bliss ! 

I cannot tell 
What sorcery was in thy kiss 

E'en now, Addle I 
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It seem'd to draw my life from me, 

And leave me pale : 
I could not think, I could not see. 

Except Addle ! 

Lurk*d thee a fiend therein, to draw 

My soul to hell ? 
I cannot mind it but wit\i awe 

E'en now, Addle ! 

!Her eyes — O Heaven ! no single glance 

But wrought a spell : 
I mov'd and talk'd but in a trance 

Before Addle ! 

We wandered — I was faint with bliss — 

Till night grew pale. 
We parted. O my God, that kiss, — 

The last. Addle ! 

A serpent darted from thy lips — 

I swoon'd and fell ! 
Ay ! to this day that venom keeps 

Its pow'r. Addle ! 

Next day they told me she was gone, — 

I mind it well. 
They told me my beloved one 

Was false Addle ! 
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The news fell crushing — every word 

A fiery flail ; 
I cursed my faithless ears, that heard 

Their lies, Ad^e ! 

I dashed me on the one had dared 

To tell the tale. 
Alas ! my wrath had well been spared : — 

Twas true, Adde ! 

Twas true ; and for a many days . 

I could but wail. 
I spoke no word, I went no ways, 

But cursed Addle ! 

And then I lay and hoped that death 

Might soon prevail. 
Yet still with ever-weakening breath 

I cursed Addle. 

I did not die, but in a while 

Grew strong and well ; 
And now I can afford to smile. 

Almost, Addle ! 

What would'st thou say if we should meet ? 

Would thy words fail ? 
I dare not think how I should greet 

Thee now, Addle. 
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And should'st thou strive to work again 

That baneful spell, 
I hope, I pray 'twould be in vain : 

I fear thee. Addle ! 



I fear thee, and for this I think, 

I cannot tell. 
That if I met thee, I should shrink 

From thee, Addle. 

One day before the Eternal Throne 

We both must quail ; 
Then shall be judged all we have done, 

And if, Addle, 

If we, forgiven, among the blest 

Be spared from hell, 
I wonder how I shall find rest 

In heaven. Addle ? 
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A THOUGHT. 

Straight, straight toward the skies 
See how yon smoke doth rise, 

Until the first light air-breath catches it, 
And flings it to the side, 
Leaving it there, to ride 

Tranquil until another snatches it ! 
Then higher — on and on. 

Hither and thither and thither— 
Till from the sight *tis gone : 
Whither ? ah, whither ? 

So straight toward the skies 
Man's infant soul would rise ; 

But ah ! how soon enticed from its way ! 
Now here it rests, now there, 
With every fleeting air 

Lured from the course ; how weak its will 
to stay ! 
And on, and on, and on. 

Borne hither and borne thither. 
Till from the sight 'tis gone, — 
Whither? ah, whither? 
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A DREAM. 

I SOARED upon a dream's soft wing, 
With lyre in hand, and I would sing, — 

My spirit bade me sing — ^yet had I nought 
To sing on. " Let me sing of thee, 

Sun," I said. But straightly he 

Was wroth, methought ! 

" Can'st thou," he said, " with thy poor lay. 
Add to my glory by a ray, 

Or kindle these to fairer brilliancy ? 
Hast thou the poVr to bid my light 
Be dim at thy command, or bright ? 
Sing not of me ! " 

1 asked the Clouds : " Take ye my song, 
For of your mightiness I long 

To sing ! " But thy replied, " Presumptuous ! 
Ourselves our majesty can tell. 
Hast thou not heard the thunder-peal ? 
Sing not of us ! " 



64 LOVES OF THE FLOWERS, ETC. 



-S— r- 



I asked the Wnd : " Oh, Wind ! "" I cried, 
" Take thou my lay ! " But he replied, 

" I care not for thy song : more sweet to me 
The music of the seething wave. 
And shrieks of drowning men to save 
From angry sea ! " 

" Oh, Rivulet, take thou my lay ! " 
Yearning I cried. She answered, " Nay, 

Thou can'st not speed my course unto the sea ; 
And be thy singing ne'er so dear, 
I have no time to stop and hear. 
Sing not of me ! " 

" Ye merry Woods, accept my strain ! " 
They murmur'd, " Wherefore ? to what gain ? 

Shall thy poor lay our summer's joy prolong ? 
Or shall a single leaf for thee 
One moment later withered be ? 
Waste not thy song ! " 

" Alas ! will none accept my lay ? 
Thou, Grief, wilt never say me nay." 

" Oh, idle were thy song," she said, " and vain ! 
No need, I ween, my pow'r to tell : 
Already I am known too well. 

Waste not thy strain ! " 
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Then said I, " I will sing of thee, 

Joy ! " " Nay, that can never be," 

She said, " For who can know me what I am ? 

1 am not of this earth ! thy race 
Knows but a shadow of my face, 

Not what I am ! '^ 

Love came, and whisper'd, " Sing of me, 
Mortal, and I will list to thee ; 

For many a bard has sung of me full well. 
And called me many a pretty name. 
Yet what I am, of all that came 
Not one could tell ! " 

Then I essay'd, forsooth, to prove 
That I could sing right well of my love ; 

But lo ! for all I long'd my voice was thin ! 
And though I sang from my full heart, 
I could not tell a millionth part 
What was therein ! 

I woke ; and musing on my dream 
I smiled to think me of its theme. 

" Nay, Love, but I will sing no more of thee, 
For in the heart where thou dost dwell 
What things are hid I may not tell — 
It cannot be ! " 

5 
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SONNET. 

See, in the yet untrodden street, how white 

Glitters the snow, and in the morning sun 

Is dancing like a thing of living light. 

How fair ! how pure ! for day is but begun, 

And stillness and the morn are all alone ! 

Oh, melt, fair snow ! make haste and be away. 

Or soon the tramp of busy man shall slay 

Thy fairness — fouling thee for evermore ! 

Thou pure, pure thing ; our souls are not less pure 

In life's young morning ! ay, and it were best 

For us, as thou, in childhood's early ray, 

In virgin purity, to sink to rest, 

Ere human sins and passions riot by, 

To grime our heart and foul that purity I 
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SOLITUDE. 

I WOULD find Solitude. 
And first I fled firom the loud haunts of life, 
Lest I should be pursued 
By din of grief and strife. 
I sought her in the desert's heart, 
Where never a foot had trod ; 
Where man's gross being had no part, 
But only God ! 

In vain ! I found her not ! 
No solitude was there, — no desolation ! 
For in that barren spot, 
To mar my isolation 
The sad wind came and spoke to me. 
With wild and mournful howl. 
His words were full of sympathy 
Unto my soul ! 

I sought her in the hush 

Of night, amid the silent flowers and trees. 

When never a faintest breeze 

Awoke the sleeping bush. 
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In vain ! no solitude was there ; 
My heart was not alone ; 
For lo 1 the very silence of the air 
Was full of tone ! 

Then, where a little spring 
Trickled its wealth into a silver brook, 
I listening lay — to look 
For solitude in that soft murmuring. 
In vain ! the sadness of his tone 
Within my yearning heart 
Touch'd kindred chords, — till of my own 
It seem'd a part ! 

I sought her mid the flowers 
In a fair meadow, and the wealth of grass, 
And here I thought to pass 
Alone, with but my heart, a few short hours. 
Oh, vain ! the gracious sun was there, 
And scent of flowers, — and sound 
Of teeming life was in the air 
And all around ! 

" Go where thou wilt," I cried, 
" My soul, among the glorious works of God,- 
In the lone desert — ^be it ne'er so wide — 
Where man hath never trod, — 
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Go where thou wilt, the earth is full 
Of happy things and fair ! 
Companionship unto the soul 
Is ever)nvhere ! " 

" Go ! seek for sympathy 
In the dear realm of nature I love it well ! 
Go thou, and learn, and love her wondrous spell ! 
Oh, happy, happy he, 
For whom the works of God below 
Are full of voices sweet and good, 
Oh, happy he, for he shall know 
No solitude ! 

Only where cares are rife 
Amid the haunts of man ! where every one 
Strives only to that end which is his own. 
Trampling his fellows in the strife ! 
Oh ! there, unto the yearning soul, — 
Amid things harsh, unkindred, rude, 
But there, unto the yearning soul — 
Is solitude ! 
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SONNET. 

You bid me tell you of my love ; and how, 
Think you, shall I describe what peerless is ? 
But have you ever marked, when sun is low. 
That cheerful evening ruddiness of his, 
Which bathes in gold the summits of the trees 
For one bright moment e'er he sinks to rest ? 
Her smile is likest to this ruddy glow. 
But herein is she far more richly blest 
Than the poor sun ; for in her gentle face 
This calm, pure, lovely brightness of his eve 
Is dweller always ; it can never leave 
Those tender eyes, they are its dwelling-place ; 
Revealing ever bright and beautiful 
The God of goodness which is in her soul. 
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SONG. 

Forgive me, friend, if that my heart 
Be delicately strung to bear 
That which would fall as light as air 

If thou wert other than thou art ! 

I care not for the bitterness 
Of those who are not dear to me ; 
I bear but ill a scoff from thee, 

A frown the more, — a smile the less. 

Forgive this friendship, which has sown 
Too great a faith in its own kind ; 
Forgive my heart, which hoped to find 

In thine a friendship like its own ! 
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ALONE 

Alone ! we are alone, 
And there is none to hear, 

And I would whisper, dearest. 
In your pretty ear. 

My darling, my fair one, 
Fear not the listening Breeze ; 

He is busy among the leaflets 
Of yonder trees. 

He is fickle, dearest, — 
For all his whispers soft. 

For he woos full many leaflets, 
Ay ! and loveth oft. 

But my heart, thou dearest — 
Hear'st thou, soul of mine ? — 

But my heart is fickle never, 
' Tis all, all thine ! 
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SONG. 

You think to play, my pretty maid, — 
You think to play with my poor heart ; 

Play on, and welcome, if you will, 
But I shall baffle all your art ! 

I am not blind to these your charms : 
You are as fair as fair can be, — 

Your golden head, your dimpled arms. 
Your lips are lovely utterly. 

But I am proof to all your art ; 

I cannot fall a prey to you, 
For there is imaged in my heart 

A thing as lovely, — ay, and true 1 
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A CHRISTMAS CARD. 

Christmas faces and Christmas cheer, 
And Christmas happiness everywhere, 
And the sound of joy is rife in the air 
For the last, last days of the dying year. 

And what shall I wish for my love this day 
More sweet, more fair, more tender, and gay 
Than that which I wished her yesterday. 
And wish her for ever whenever I pray ? 

Ah, love I my love ! good wishes abound. 

They fall from heav'n like snow on the ground, 

They are filling the world with a merry sound. 

And I would wish a new wish for thee, 

But alas ! my love, for it cannot be. 

Christmas wishes they come and go. 

But I wish my wishes the whole year thro' ! 
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NEW YEAR'S CARDS. 



I. 



The year is new, and the times are cold, 
But hearts are warm, and my love is old ! 
And the years are for ever changing, my friend, 
But love is love without change or end. 



11. 

The year is new — but love is old. 

And my love is warm tho' the times are cold ; 

New love, my love, tho' the old be dear, 

New love be thine with the fair new year ; 

New love be thine with each new day. 

New love, more love, and the old shall stay. 

And never a whit shall perish away ! 

I love thee again, and again, and again. 

And the years go changing in vain^ in vain ! 

They cannot wither my loving heart. 

Nor change thee, love, from the love thou art ! 
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III. 

Round goes the world, and round go I ; 
To-day I live, to-morrow I shall die ; 
To-day I laugh, to-morrow I shall weep ; 
Tis day, I wake ; night comes, and I shall sleep. 
You live, I die ; you die, I live ; — who knows ? 
Who cares ? what cares the world ? around it goes, 
And summers smile, and winters frown, 
And sun is up, and sun is down, 
And flowers bloom. 
But light nor gloom 
Can pierce the tomb. 
No matter who it be, or you or I, 
There that lie ! 



Round goes the world, and round shall go. 

No whit the slower that we lie low. 

Let us be glad and merry and gay, 

Life is only an April day I 

Round goes the world, and round go we. 

To-day we live, to-morrow, — wait and see ! 

If joy be yours, then take it, and be glad, 

And when your sorrow comes, well ! — then be sad. 
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Round goes the earth, 

Come woe, come mirth. 

Come death, come birth. 

We live, we die, — round goes the world, 

until — 
Well, God^s will ! 
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TO A FLOCK OF WILD GEESE. 

Over the sleeping town, 

Wending your trackless way 
Thro' the dim radiance of the waning moon, 

Whither, whither, whither away ? 

Ye dusky travellers 

Thro' vast mysterious space. 
Untiring and unerring wayfarers. 

Where is your resting-place ? 

Have ye no home ? 

Is there no distant spot 
Wherefor ye yearn, whereto ye long to come, 

Belov'd and unforgot ? 

Or must ye wing 

To some new place unknown ? 
Led of a will, in forced wandering. 

More mighty than your own ? 

Methought I heard 

But now, one from the sky 
Call unto me, as tho' some unknown word 

With thrice-repeated cry ! 
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I stay'd to hear, 

And in the dim cold night 
Sought eagerly with keen-strung eye and ear 

For some strange sound or sight 

I knew not what 

I thought to hear or see ; 
My soul had swoon'd, as tho* all were forgot 

Of things that be. 

And for a while 

I knew not your strange cry, 
That came from the cold moonlight ; nor until 

Ye passed nigh. 

Oh, what are ye, 

Wild spirits of the gloom ? 
Are ye the restless souls of those that be 

Beyond the tomb ? 

Oh, mystic band, 

Ye are not what ye seem ; 
Ye are the children of a spirit land. 

Seen in a dream. 

What are ye, — say, 

A fancy of my brain ? 
Did ye pass o'er me ? are ye fled away ? 

What is this pain ? 
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SONG OF THE BIRDS OF PASSAGE. 

We are come, we are come 
From the wild wind's home ; 

We have gazed on the north wind's face, 
We have seen him arise 
From his lair in the skies 

And start on his earth wide race. 

We have seen, we have seen. 
The fair sun's sheen 

Fall sparkling o'er fields of snow, 
And the crimson bright 
Of the northern Hght, 

And Aurora's ruddiest glow. 

We have been, we have been 
Over meads of green, 

Where no son of man hath trod ! 
Where solitude reigns 
O'er the boundless plains, 

And no one k by, save God. 
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We must go, we must go, 
And none may know 

Whither He shall direct our flight. 
In what far land 
Shall our God's wise hand 

Bid our weary feet to alight I 
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THE WOOING OF THE ROSE. 

One morning, thro' the garden sped 
A whisper, that the Rose would wed. 

And all 
The flowers, at the news elate, 
Made speed to pay their court, both great 

And small. 

The Peony was the first ; he went 
Of triumph very confident. 

Not used 
To any slighting. Back he came, 
His petals burning red with shame — 

Refused. 

The modest little Violet said, 

" I have no wish with such to wed 

As she. 
I will not risk a rude rebuff, 
The little Primrose is enough 

For me." 
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Said the Sunflower : " I will try ; 
Who so magnificent as I ? " 

Alas 
That such a mighty flower should fail ! 
He went in vain : his hopes were frail 

As glass. 

The Wallflower said, " I will try too ; 
It cannot do much harm to woo ; 

And then, 
What tho* I be not fair, my scent 
Is exquisite." Alas ! he went 

In vain. 

The crimson Dahlia, tall and proud. 
Beheld their fate and laughed aloud. 

Said he, 
" No wonder you poor flowers fail : 
She'll tell a very different tale 

To me." 

But the proud Dahlia wooed in vain, — 
For all his pride he could not gain 

Her love. 
And all the flowers' loveliness, 
And all their scent, was powerless 

To move. 
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The Lark cried, " If to me be given 
Thy love, I'll sing thy praise to heaven 

All day." 
" Sir Lark, thy song is nought to me," 
She said. " I will have none of thee — 

Away ! " 

Then came the Sun. " Oh, Rose," he cried, 
" Say, wilt thou be my blushing bride ? 

And thou 
Shalt bask thee thro' the summer days 
In all my brightest, warmest rays, 

I VOWt" 

But she said, " Thou must shine, O Sun, 
Methinks, altho* I be not won. 

The same ; 
Thy brightness shall not make me thine : 
It is thy duty but to shine ! " 

Then came 

Another suitor. Rain, to woo. 

" Oh, Rose," he cried, " I will be true 

To thee. 
Be thou but mine, and I will shed 
My gentlest showers o'er thy head ! " 

But she 
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Replied, " Oh, thou deceitful Rain — 
Go, get thee hence ; thy suit is vain ! 

I know 
Thy gentle showers shall water me 
Whether I choose thy bride to be 

Or no." 

Then Sun and Rain arose in wrath, 
And put their utmost powers forth, 

And strove 
To crush her that she should not live 
Because she dared refuse to give 

Her love. 

But ever as they raged the more 
The Rose grew fairer than before, 

And lo ! 
The Sun was powerless to kill, 
For Rain revived her the while. 

And so 

The Rain had crushed the tender flower. 
Except did rage with equal power 

The Sun ; 
But as their impotent fury grew 
More fierce, another came to woo, — 

And won. 
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The Breeze came up, and he kissed her mouth, 
And he said, "Dear Rose, I am come from the south 

For thee." 
And the flower bent her gentle head : 
" At last, at last, he is come ! " she said, 

" Tis he ! " 

And slie gave her petals to his embrace : 

" Dear Breeze," she said, " I will follow thy ways 

For aye." 
And he caught her up in his strong warm hand. 
And they flew together over the land, — 

Away! 
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SONG. 

Why shall I say I love you ? 

Oh, love, you know it well. 
All things around, above you 

Know it, and they can tell. 

For when I pass, the flowers 
Gaze enviously at me : 

" Ah, if such love were ours. 
How happy we should be ! " 

" The glorious sun above us," 
They say, " most dear he is ; 

But ah, he cannot love us 
With such a, love as this." 

The robin, chirping gladly, 
Is hushed when I go by : 

" Alas ! " he whispers sadly, 
'* He loves more well than I ! 

" To sing and to be moving. 
Oh, sweet it is to me. 

But mine is empty loving : 
I cannot love as he." 
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The gentle dove, soft cooing 

TJinto his little mate, 
Abashed, forgets his wooing, 

And sits disconsolate. 

" Alas 1 " he sobs, " my fair one. 
Our love is full of bliss, 

Our love has been a dear one, 
But what is ours to this ? 

" Our love is empty giving, 
It passes like a breath, 

For ours must end with living, 
But his shall conquer death ! " 
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TO A SWALLOW. 

Restless spirit of the air, 
Swift darting thro' the quivering heat of noon, 
Would I could rise from earth, and share 
Thy wild delight ! Oh for the power 
To don me wings like thine, an hour — 
But one short hour, to rise with thee, 
And fly from earth and bitterness. 
Darting hither and thither — free — 
Without one thought, without one care ; 
Till tired at last I sank to earth, to swoon 
For very bliss. 

Often I gaze with eyes 

That ache to watch thee in thy restless flight : 

Now soaring till the very skies 

Seem well-nigh reached, now down again, 

Brushing the flowers with thy wing. 

Hither and thither, till the brain 

Grows dizzy with thy revelling. 

And oft I think thou art no bird. 

But some poor restless spirit, driven 

From homes of earth, yet not preferred 
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Among the blest to enter heaven, 
That wanders searching for the reahns of light 
In vain — ^in vain. 

How happy is thy lot, 

Thou that can'st soar beyond the gaze of men. 
Fade from the sight, and be forgot 
In the calm silence of the air I 
Oh ! were I winged, fair bird, as thou, 
Methinks I'd waft me, even now, 
Up, up toward heaven, and linger there. 
High above earth — high above men — 
Fluttering on in ecstacy. 
Until there came an hour for me 
To faint, unconscious, and with nought of pain 
No more to be. 

Rest but a moment now, 
Thou restless spirit, for the very brain 
Whirls with thy tireless motion. Thou 
That art so joyous here to-day. 
To-morrow may'st be fled away. 
And who shall mark thy absence ? None, 
Save I alone. 

So shall there come an hour, and I must go 
And who will mark that I am gone ? 
Or who will mark if I remain ? 
Ah! who? — who? 
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Dart on thou wilt not stay ; 

And yet, why should'st thou ? What am I to thee ? 
Why should'st thou waste a summer day ? 
Life is both sweet and short for thee. 
Thou hast no sympathy. 
Thou'rt but a bird, soulless and passionless ; 
And yet I envy thee, — 
I envy thy short-sighted happiness. 
Sport on ! 'tis summer, and when summer's gone 
The wise God shall direct thy flight 
To other lands, where sun is bright : 
So till thy life is done. 
Ah ! happy bird, live on. 
Thy being is one long summer of delight : 
Live on, and revel on. 
And the same God that keepeth thee. 
That God one day shall summon me 
To realms of sun. 



Farewell, thou happy thing. 

Dart on, and take thy pleasure ! Thou in air. 

And I on earth, each have our share 

Of what good things the Seasons bring. 

Methinks 'tis good for me to gaze 

Upon thy happy revelling 

Thro' these fair summer days : 

Thou art so joyous and so free. 
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The world has grown more dear to me 
For thy being of it ! And thy part 
Is happy if but one there be, 
In all the world who blesses thee 
For that — thou art ! 
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MY ROSE AND I. 

My Rose was sad because the Sun 
Forsook her, and the day was done. 

And I was sad — I know not why : 
Perhaps I too for days gone by ! 

There came a dewdrop for the flower, . 
And soothed her in that lonely hour. 

And I, whose heart in silence bled, 
I wept, — and I was comforted 
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TO THE LARK. 

Thou poet of the air, 
Singing at heaven's gate, 

In free abandonment of bliss, 
Standing and listening here, 
I envy thee thy fate ! 

Thou that hast never felt but happiness 1 

Whose throat has never known 
One single note of woe. 
Why is thy muse more blest than mine ? 
Whence is thy joyous tone ? 
Is it that to thee flow. 
Singing, soft whispers from the harp divine? 

My spirit too has soared 
Upon the wings of thought. 

And heard sweet voices of the sky ; 
Yet when in song it poured. 

Those heavenly whispers caught, 

They bore a sound of earth, I know not why ; 
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I cannot see thee now, 
I can but hear thee sing ! 

And — but that I did mark thy flight — 
I might have fancied how 
Thy wanton carolling 
Was some gay spirit of the realms of light 

That wandered from its heaven 
To view the earth once more, — 

The earth where it had laughed and sigh'd, 
Singing of sins forgiven, 
And strife and sorrow o'er, 

And joy for ever, where it doth abide ! 

For whom is thy full strain, 

Flooding the morning air, 

. Which teems with thy shrill happiness 
Or canst thou not refrain. 

Though none there be to hear. 

From pouring out thy heart for very bliss ? 

Or, as perfume of flowers. 
Is it a part of thee, 

A portion of thy being, to sing ? 
Thy voice flows down in showers 
Upon the earth and me. 
Thou fiUest earth with generous carolling ! 
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What in common have we, — 
Thou on thy airy throne, 

And I that grovel here on earth ? 
Thou canst soar and leave me ; 
Thine is joyous tone ! 

My voice is tuned as oft to woe as mirth !^ 

What have we in common 
Save that we shall die — 

That each one day must yield his breath ; 
I on earth to roam on. 
Thou in air to fly. 
Till heart and voice and all is hushed by death. 

But when there comes the day 
That thou shalt sing no more, 
But lie on earth a voiceless thing, 
No longer, shrill and gay. 
In highest heaven to soar. 
For ever hushed, in endless slumbering, — 

So there shall come a day 
When I must yield my breath 
And turn again to nothingness ; 
But, from the senseless clay, 
The soul, that mocks at death. 

Shall soar on high to sing in realms of bliss I 
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TO THE FLYCATCHERS KILLED BY A SPRING 

FROST. 

Poor little guests, untimely come to taste 

The summer sweetness of this fickle land ; 

Why did ye wing with such unhappy haste 

From your far home, ill-omen'd little band, 

While yet stern frost did wield his cruel wand ? 

Ah ! had ye known how much your haste would cost, 

Ye would have bode awhile in that fair home. 

Nor braved too soon the inhospitable frost 

To seek a welcome but to find your doom. 

Ay ! 'twas but a grim welcome, — no fond ray 

Did smile above, — no pleasant grass beneath 

Was there to greet ye, weary with your way ; 

But cruel snow, and icy north wind's breath. 

These came to welcome, and their kiss was death. 
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TO THE CUCKOO. 

Cuckoo ! cuckoo 1 cuckoo ! 

Saddest of the birds, 
Come and tell me all thy sorrow ; 

Put thy grief in words. 

Thou that bringest sunshine 

Hast no merry lay ; 
Thou that bid'st the earth be green 

Should'st thyself be gay. 

Flowers, and birds, and spring-time 

Hasten at thy call ; 
Thou that wakest merry things, 

Saddest art of all. 

Hid among the leaflets 

All the livelong day, 
Knowest thou no merrier note, 

Never another lay ? 
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Tell me all thy sorrow. 

Was thy home so dear? 
Hast thou known a dearer country ? 

Was it fairer there ? 

" Childless ! childless ! childless ] 

Childless and alone ! " 
This is all the tale thou tellest, 

" Lost, and lost, and gone ! 

" East or west — west or east, 

Near or far away, 
How shall I seek? where shall I find? 

All lost—all lost, for aye ! " 
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SONG OF A BLUEBELL. 

The great Sun smiled, and on the earth 

Fair birds and flowers 
Basked in his bounty, and for mirth 

Marked not the hours. 

A Bluebell grew amid the grass, 

And all her days 
Watching the Sun she loved to pass ; 

And she would gaze. 

And gaze, and love, and love the more. 

Gazing the more ; 
And every eve the flower would grieve 

That day was o'er. 

It chanced one day a lark went by, 

A-caroUing : 
" Oh, Lark ! bear thou me up on high, 

Upon thy wing ! " 
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" I cannot, flower/' he said, " but see, — 

If this will do, 
A message I can bear for thee — 

Say, shall I go?" 

" Then bear this message up for me 

Unto the Sun : 
Tell him I love him faithfully. 

And him alone." 

He with her charge upon his wing 

To heaven soared ; 
And soon his far-off carolling 

More faint was heard. 

It died away, and for a while 

There was no sound ; 
Again it came — nearer — until 

He reached the ground. 

" Alas, fair flower ! " he said, " my flight 

Was all in vain ; 
He dwells in far too vast a height 

For me t' attain. 

" The kind Rain met me as I soared, 

All wearily ; 
And bade me offer from his hoard 

A shower for thee." 
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" No, no ! 'I will have Sun alone : 

I hate the shower ! 
I want no Rain, but only Sun ! " 

So spake the flower. 

Days passed, and soon the Sun's hot smile 

So fierce was shed. 
The bluebell quailed, and in a while 

She drooped her head. 

" Oh, Lark, soar quick," she cried, " and gain 

The kind cloud's home ; 
Seek out for me the gentle Rain, 

And bid him come ! " 

But lo 1 the messenger was gone : 

In vain she cried ; 
And in the love of the fierce Sun 

She drooped and died. 
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Tell me, tell me, little bird. 

In the aspen tree, 
Shall I wed my own true love — 
Shall it, shall it be ? 

And the birdling answered : 

" In the silent sea. 
Ay, and in the earth, are secrets. 

Shall be known to thee ! " 

Summer sped and winter fled, 
And the spring came round ; 

Then they laid a little maid 
In the cold, cold ground. 

And her love, returning 
Homeward, o'er the sea, 

Cold and dead in the ocean's bed 
A drowned man lay he. 
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THE FIRST ROSE. 

The earth was made. 

Fair meadows spread, laughing with new-bom flowers, 

And forests rose and clad the land with shade. 

And birds went twittering through the glade 

Exulting in their new-found powers. 

And beasts arose and roared ; all things obeyed 

The trumpet-call of life. 

And woke to peace and strife, — 

So passed the eldest-bom of Eden's golden hours ! 

On fearless wing 

The arbitrary eagle soared on high 

And mled the air, a self-proclaimdd king. 

Uprose the mighty lion, wondering, 

From the young earth, with blinking gaze, 

And shook his tawny mane, 

And roared in pleasureful amaze 

At his own might — of beasts the lord and sovereign. 

Deep in the azure sea 

Leviathan, stupendous, wantoning. 

Cleft the submissive waves, in mighty glee 

Of new-found power. And darted, wondering. 



LOVES OF THE FLOWERS, ETC. 105 

Through liquid space, unchecked and uncontrolled. 
And lesser monsters stayed their gliding way 
The strange colossal being to behold, 
And yielded to his might an undivided sway. 

From undeveloped space 

Leaped forth the dazzling sun, and at the sight 

Each glimmering star fled out, and hid his face 

From that too mighty splendour of vast light. 

Adown the steep of heaven the fair queen, 

Moon, a great meteor, fell. 

To reign no more save through the stealthy night ; 

Nor the pale stars were seen. 

But only sun, the king, in heaven did reigning dwell. 

From the rich mould. 

Came forth the oak in conscious majesty. 

In breathless admiration to behold 

The glory of his verdant dignity 

All nature stood. The birds forgot to sing 

For wonder, and the flowers gazed 

Half-frighten'd, and the trees amazed 

Bow'd their tall tops before the new-created king. 

So unto all. 

To each, the best of his own kind, was found 

A king. But over all the earth 

No flower appeared of fullest worth 
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To whom the sovereign sway might fall. 

Fair flowers did in every place abound, 

Drenching the air with sweetness ; yet not one 

Rose up amid the rest 

The fairest, purest, best, 

And fittest above all to wear the sovereign crown. 

Then, on a day. 

Came, charioted in dewy mistiness. 

When all the earth in thrilling silence lay, 

A spirit, clad in wondrous loveliness. 

And in her hand a little seed she bore 

Of purest heavenly birth ; 

The which she took, and planted in the earth ; 

Then vanished in the dimness, and was seen no more. 

But on the mom, 

Where she had placed her seed a heavenly flower 

Was sprung. And all the best and fairest-born, 

Her fellows of the earth, before her power 

Bowed, for so lovely thing was never seen. 

And all the land lay breathless with delight, 

And birds forgot their singing at the sight, 

In ecstacy^ and stay'd their flight ; 

And all the earth rose up to hail the flowers' Queen. 
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BALLAD. 

There was a little maiden 

Sat upon a stone, 
Sad and sorrow-laden, 

Weeping and alone. 

" Ah ! " she sigh'd, " the sunshine 

Woos the happy lea, 
But that cruel love mine 

Comes not back from sea." 

And the sun went shining 

For the happy flowers. 
But the maid went pining 

Thro' the dreary hours. 

• 

And, at last, they bore her 

From her little home, 
And piled the sad earth o'er her. 

And left her in the tomb. 

But when the days were over 
Of summer's golden reign. 

He came back — her lover— 
To his home again. 
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Then the neighbours hasted — 
Oh ! their eyes ^ were dim — 

To tell how she had wasted, 
All for love of him. 

But when they told her dying, 

And the lover heard, 
He fell not unto sighing, 

And he spoke no word. 

And the neighbours gazdd 
At his mien unmoved, 

" See ! the youth is crazed ! 
Think you, how he loved ! " 

Then they left him sitting 
Motionless and dum^) ; 

And he stay'd, unwitting 
Or of cold or gloom. 

Three full days he stirred not . 

From his lonely seat ; 
He saw not and he heard not. 

Nor did lust to eat 

Then he rose and staggered, 
To the burying place ; 

And his mien was haggard, 
And very wild his face. 
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And the neighbours watching, 
Wondering and dumb, 

Saw him totter searching. 
For the maiden's tomb. 

Then, when he had found it, 

By the chesnut-tree. 
He smooth'd the turf around it 

Very tenderly. 

Suddenly : " My darling ! " 

(Thus he whispered) 
" I come, my love — my darling ! 

I come ! " — and he was dead. 
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THE VIOLET'S BIRTH. 

Sun wed with Rain ; and on a mom 
Unto the mother Sun was born 

A little child, 
A Violet of tend'rest charms ; 
And sweetly in her mother's arms 

She lay and smiled. 

The Sun said : " We must seek for her, 
O Rain, a loving godfather. 

He shall be kind, 
And one to guard her from the foes 
Which lurk around her ! " So they chose 

The soft South Wind. 

Right glad was all the radiant earth 
To hail the lovely flower's birth ; 

And the fond Breeze 
Came gambolling around, to peep 
Upon the little babe asleep; 

And many trees 
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Did bend their curious tops to look, 

And laugh'd, and wav'd their arms, and shook 

For merriment ! 
The proud Rain stood aloof; the Sun 
Sat beaming o'er her little one 

In proud content. 

Upborne upon exultant wing 
The herald lark went carolling 

Toward the sky. 
Full of his news, he could not wait 
To tell the tale at heaven's gate ; 

And presently 

His eager voice had fiird the air. 
And all the universe did share 

His happiness. 
The clouds caught up the tale, and fled 
Hither and thither, — ^blushing red 

For very bliss. 

The swallow, frantic with delight. 
Threaded the air in giddy flight, 

Nor deem'd it worth 
To stay his mazy gambolling 
Till he had told this glad new thing 

To all the earth. 
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In yonder thicket, nightingale 
Sang till the very air grew pale, 

For bliss too deep. 
And none that heard her carolling, 
For all their joy, could laugh or sing. 

But only weep. 

" Hail, hail ! " she sang, " child of the Sun, 
Hail, Violet, thou lovely one — 

All hail ! " 
And all the woodland echoed it,— 
" Fair Violet, dear Violet, 

All hail ! " 

Far in his icy northern home 

Sat, with his comrades. Frost and Gloom, 

The tjnrant Snow. 
He saw the gladness of the earth. 
And marked the little Violet's birth, 

And laughed, " Ho, ho ! " 

" Ho, ho, old Frost ! " he cried, " I see 
Right merry sport for thee and me 

Come forth to-night 1 
For there is chance, my trusty one, 
Against our hated enemy Sun, 

To wreak our spite." 
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Then Frost and Snow went stealthily 
Across the land, over the sea, 

Through the still air ; 
And came where slept the little flow'r, 
Unconscious of that evil power 

So near, so near ! 

Alas that Sun had gone to rest 
Far, far away, down in the west. 

Deep in the seas. 
And the fair Violet must die ! 
Ah woe I but see ! a help is nigh : 

The watchful Breeze, 

The guardian Breeze, he caught the Snow, 
And whirFd him madly to and fro 

In the fierce fight, 
And tossed the cruel flakes around, 
And up and down, that on the ground 

Not one could light. 

And fierce the battle raged, and long ; 

But Wind grew faint, and Snow was strong ; 

And when, at length, 

Morn hover'd near, the brave Wind sigh'd. 

And shrieked aloud for woe, and died. 

With spenten strength. 

S 
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But Sun had heard, and sick with dread 
She started from her vapoury bed ; 

The coward foe 
Beheld her glaring eyes and fled ; 
But Sun pursued, and scorch'd him dead. 

So died the Snow. 

And so the Violet lived, and earth 
Was mad with love, and joy, and mirth. 

And nightingale 
Screamed out his carol louder yet, 
" Hail Violet, dear Violet,— 

All hail ! " 
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SONG. 

There was a little birdie 

Piping on a tree, 
The sweetest little birdie 

That ever I did see. 

They whistled, and they whistled 
Till their throats were sore, 

But the little birdie 
Only piped the more. 

Then I came and whistled. 

Using all my art ; 
Came the little birdie, 

Settled on my heart 

Then I put my birdie 

In a little cage ; 
Wroth were all those whistlers, 

But I scorned their rage. 

" Whistle now, ye whistlers. 
Till your throats are hoarse ; 

But my little birdie 
Never shall be yours." 
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Ah ! my little birdie, 
What are all the rest, 

With my arms around you, 
Your head upon my breast ? 

You and I, my birdie, 

We shall never part ; 
You are caged, my birdie : 

The key is in my heart. 

Oh ! thank God, my birdie. 
That gave you unto me. 

The prettiest, dearest birdie 
That ever I did see ! 
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Oh, look around, 

And learn a lesson from the little flowers ; 

For they will wholly sink beneath the ground 

The earth devours 
Their beauty, yet they murmur not, 
Because they know that when the wintry hours 
Are fled away, and a new spring is found. 

They too shall find new lot 

And yon sweet bird, 

Think you the summer was not dear to him ? 

Nay ! an it were not — that which we have heard 

All summer-time 
A-pouring from his joyous throat, 
Were never half so sweet ! He lov'd to climb 
This sky, and lov'd this land, yet when the Lord 

Doth lead him hence, he murmurs not 

Be still then, thou ! 

Sing like the lark where'er thy wanderings be, 
Content, like him : and thou shalt surely know 
That verily, 
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Tho' there be friends and homes far dearer, 
Where thy old summer went so lovelily, 
Yet as these be the farther, even so 
Is God the nearer. 
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THE WOOING OF THE SUN. 

The sovereign Sun upon a day 
Grew tired* of solitary sway, 

And thought to seek him a becoming bride. 
'Twas heralded from east to west 
That he would choose who loved him best, 

And from her own fair words he should decide ! 

The Moon said, " I have loved thee. Sun, 
Since the days began to run, — 

The very light of which I am is thine. 
Oh, heed not what the others say. 
For oh ! I love thee more than they, 

And I must die when thou shalt cease to shine ! " 

The Cloud said, " And my love is deep 
And true, O Sun, for I do weep 

So soon as thy beloved face is hid; 
And even I, foul thing, am fair 
And gay of hu^ so thou be near; — 

To frown in gloom when thou art vanished ! " 
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The South Wind murmur'd, " I should be, 
Methinks, a fickle bride for thee, 

Nor fain to rest a captive at thy side ! 
I love to wanton wild and free. 
To riot uncontrollably 

Where'er I list I will not be thy bride ! " 

The gentle Day said, " I will prove 
That mine must be the truest love ; * 

For see, dear Sun, I die when thou art fled ! 
'Tis I, 'tis I that love thee best ; 
For when thou sinkest in the west 

I perish, and my bier it is thy bed ! " 

The soft Night murmured tenderly, 
" Oh, Sun, give thou thy love to me, 

For who doth need it if it be not I ? 
Through the long gloom I yearn for thee ; 
But soon as thou art near to me, 

# 

Faint with my weary watch I droop and die ! " 

The River cried, " O King of heaven, 
To me, to me thy love be given. 

'Tis I that catch thy earliest morning ray 1 
Alert through all the drowsy night 
I watch while others sleep, to greet 

Thee rising, ere thou walk upon thy way ! " 
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" Ah, Sun, we love thee," said the Flowers, 
" For of thy being cometh ours : 

To thee we look for very life and bliss. 
Shine thou, we live ; be hid, we die ! 
Ah, Sun ! we love thee faithfully — 

Thou hast not such another love as this ! " 

Frost said, " Oh, Tyrant, not for me 
Thy love, — I will have none of thee. 

Tormenter, I do hate thee unto death ! 
King was I over all the earth 
Until thy thrice-accursed birth. 

Thou slay'st me with the poison of thy breath ! " 

The Snow said, " And I hate thee. Sun — 
Tyrant ! for of thy might alone 

Am I usurped of my rightful sway ! 
Hear'st thou ? I governed all the land, 
A monarch, till thy cursed hand 

Tore me from my just throne upon a day ! " 

" I hate thee not," said the sad Sea, 
" O Sun, though Moon doth order me ! 

I languish for her arbitrary sway ! 
Ah ! were it mine to follow thee 
No slave unwilling would I be, 

Nor loth indeed to cast her yoke away ! " 
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Thus spake the Sea. But the great Sun, 
Scarce resting till her words were done, 

Sped down the steep of heaven. " Oh, Sea," 
he cried, 
" Thou art the best-belov'd of all ; 
And if indeed thou lov'st me well 

I am content, and thou shalt be my bride ! " 

He spake, and lo ! the happy Sea 
Was glittering with ecstacy. 

And held unto the Sun her radiant face. 
Down, down he sped, the king of light. 
And kissed her billow locks of white. 

And Ocean took him in her fond embrace 1 
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IF THOU COULD'ST KNOW! 

If thou could'st know 

How deeply, deeply I have yeam'd for thee ; 

How every great desire that is of me 

But toward thee doth flow ; 
How, like a flower to the gentle sun. 
My being clings unto thy love alone ; 

Could*st thou but know 
The love unfathomable of my heart 
Methinks, dear maid, thou would'st be other than 

thou art ! 

If thou could'st know, 

Oh, had^st thou but the pow'r to know and see 

How that my eyes were sightless but for thee ! 

That thou and only thou 
Art dweller in my bosom, and therein 
Nought else of earth one moment's sway can win ! 

Coiild'st thou but know ! 
Oh, could'st thou know my utter, utter love 
I think thy heart, dear maid, less cruel hard would 

prove ! 
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Could'st thou but know 

How only unto thee is all my heart : 

How that the guardian of its being thou art ; 

That thou and only thou 
Can'st bid it beat or be for ever still, 
Swell with sweet life or perish at thy will, — 

Oh, could'st thou know, 
Methinks thou would'st not let it wholly die. 
Nor bid it bleed and burst in deadly agony 1 



Oh, could'st thou know, — 

Could'st thou but know, dear maid, how all of 

me — 
My love, my life, my heart, is sunk in thee ; 

That evermore, as now, 
Whate'er I think is thought for thee alone, 
Whate'er of good I do 'tis all thy own, — 

Could'st thou but know 
How that my very being, utterly. 
My hope, my bliss, my soul, my all is merged 

in thee : 



Could'st thou but know 
All this that I would tell of, which to see 
Thou needest — loving — but to look on me 
And all must clearly show : 
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Could'st thou but know, it were not ever thus, 
Nor should this veil for aye be parting us ! 

Oh, could'st thou know 
What knowing not is loving not ; to love 
Would with the knowledge come, which might 

not fail to move ! 
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Thy thorn is sharp, oh love, my rose, 
Thou art a cruel rose, my love ; 

And thou hast torn my heart of hearts ! 
Oh, these are cruel throes ! 

Thy thorn is sharp — see how I bleed ! 

I thought to pluck thee, O my rose ; 
But thou art cruel, love, my rose : 

I die instead ! 
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What will my love do, 

My love with the tender eyes, 
When I tell her 

Love dies ? 

For I must tell her 

This sad tale of the leaves, 
How the false Wind 

Deceives ! 

Oh ! who was fonder 
Than the fickle Breeze ? 

Search the wide earth, 
Search the seas. 

See how tenderly 

He did whisper and woo ! 
The leaflets loved him, — 

And now ! 

What will my love say. 

My love with the tender eyes, 
When I tell her 

Love dies ? 
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Oh ! I know my love, 

I know what my love will do ; 
She will not weep — 

Oh no ! 

Oh ! I know my love. 

She will look up and smile 
With the smile I love 

So well ! 

She will say — my love, — 

My love with the tender eyes, 

" I will die too 
When love dies ! " 

But I will tell my love, 

My love with the golden hair, 
Who is so dear. 

So dear ! 

I will tell my love. 

My love with the tender eyes, 
" Love like ours 

Never dies ! " 
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Thou shalt not crush me to despair, 
Nor slay me with unheeding ; 

I will not plead, but thou shalt hear 
Without a pleading ! 

I will not give thee frown for frown. 

Reviling for reviling. 
But I will do as doth the sun 

Who melts with smiling ! 
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TO THE SPARROW. 

Little spirit, who art thou ? 
Little merry unseen thing, 
Twittering and twittering, 
Thou art gay enough, I vow. 
Is there nothing better, pray, 
Than to twitter, twit and twitter, twit and 
twitter all the day ? 

Listen to the lark a-pouring 
Music more than half divine 
Down upon thy head and mine ! 
This is what he gets by soaring : 
There is heaven in his lay. 
And thou must twitter, twitter, twitter, twitter, 

I 

twitter all the day ! 

Listen to the nightingale : 
Hush thy senseless twittering. 
Let us sit and hear him sing. 
Is his spell of none avail ? 
Canst not thou one moment stay ? 
Must thou twitter, twit and twitter, twit and 
twitter all the day ? 
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Thou little humble songless bird, 
Hither flit and answer me, 
What can be the use of thee ? 
Answer, answer ! — not a word ? 
Hast thou never a word to say. 
Only twitter, twitter, twitter, twit and 
twitter all the day ? 

Humble, merry little thing, 
I will tell thee by-and-bye. 
When none else but thou and I 
Languish here and long for spring ; 
When these songs have died away, 
And never a note is left me save thy twitter, 
twitter all the day ; 

When the lark and nightingale. 
Take their fickle lays and sing 
To another lovely spring : 
When my feather'd lovers all 
One by one are false and fail, 
I will tell thee on that day 
(When thou art not false as they) 
Why I love to hear thee twitter, twitter, 
twitter all the day ! 
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Where art thou, love ? 

" Far away ! " 
For how long, my love ? 

" Many a day ! " 

Wilt thou wait, love ? 

" Wait for thee ? " 
Love, 'tis all waiting 

For thee and me ! 

Ay ! 'tis all blowing 

For the breeze, 
All surging, swelling, 

For the seas. 

Swelling and surging 
Around and around. 

There is no rest for them 
To be found. 

Swelling and murmuring 
Round and around : 

There is no comfort 
From the sound. 
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Waiting and waiting, 

Day by day : 
Loving and loving 

Life away ! 

Where art thou, love ? 

" Far, far away ! " 
For how long, my love ? 

" Many a day ! " 



134 LOVES OF THE FLOWERS^ ETC, 



Oh for an hour, my love, a little hour 
To taste the comfort of communion, 
Ev'n as a flower in the rays of the sun ; 
Having thee wholly to my heart ! — a flower 
Am I, on whom the quickening sunbeams shone 
A while ago, and yet again may shine ; 
Who drodp, nevertheless, that they are gone. 
Alas, thou too beloved love of mine, 
How sad that I must be content, and thou, 

God, how far ! This night I dreamt of thee. 
And in my dreams some fiend did picture me 
Fulfiird my life-long yearning utterly. 

Oh, love, such dreaming is a cruel woe ; 

1 blam'd God when I woke ; but 'twas a fiend, 

I know. 
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WHAT THE LITTLE BIRD SAID. 

A LITTLE bird, a little bird, 
A little bird he said to me, 
" Hast thou never heard 
That he who loveth faithfully, 
Surely shall beloved be?" 

And I replied, and I replied, 
" Oh falsely thou hast uttered ! 
Bird, thou hast foully lied ! 
For I do know a cruel maid, — 
And oh 1 I would that I were dead ! 

The little bird, the little bird 
Flitted into yonder tree, 
" Tis a true, true word 1 
He who loveth faithfully 
Surely shall beloved be ! " 

This is all, and this is all. 
This is all the bird did say ; 
Then he flitted quite away. 
Scaling over yonder wall 
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I told a maiden what he said, — 
Oh ! she was a lovely maid ! — 
And she replied, 

" What should I do if one had died 
When he wished that he was dead ? " 
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SONG. 

Love, thou must love me, 

Or, love, I die 1 
And thou must tell me — 

Never mind why ! — 
Tell me thou lovest, 

Or, love, I die ! 
What is thy answer ? — 

A blush and a sigh ! 

These are sweet answers, 

Blushing and sighing 1 
Love, I accept not 

Such a replying ! 
Speak, love ! — a coy face, 

Full of defying ! 
Farewell ! I die then ; — 

Love, I am dying ! 

Love, I am dying ! 

Wilt thou reply not ? 
What ? and thou smilest ! 

Smile on, and sigh not, — 
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I love thy smiling; 

Smile, — ^but defy not ! 
Speak ! oh ! again, love ! 

" I love thee, — oh die not ! " 
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SONG. 

Little labouring bark, love-freighted, 

Out upon the stormy sea, 
Thou'rt too gentle for the ocean. 

He too rough for such as thee ! 

Come and rest thee in this haven, 
For a tender bark thou art ! 

Rest thee here upon my bosom, 
Cast thy anchor in my heart ! 
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SONG. 

Pout your little maiden lips ! 

Blush, and ask me why I came ! 
Look away, — walk away, 

You shall hear me, all the same ! 

A little hand upon my mouth 
Shall not make me talk the less ; 

I can go on talking, talking. 
Every word a kiss ! 
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SONG. 

Knowest thou, my fair Faustine, 
I threw dice for sin or thee ? — 

Twas a lucky thing for me 

That I won thee then, Faustine ! 

Twas a lucky thing, Faustine 1 
For a million fiends were waiting, 

Full of howling and of hating. 
Had I lost thee, O Faustine ! 
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SONG. 

Cold, cold face, and a cold, cold heart, 
And a cold bleak day, as cold as thou art. 

And I am frozen — I die, I die 1 
Oh for a break in the cold black cloud, 
And a smile from my love so proud, 

And a glimmer of sun in the sky ! 



The sky cannot always, always frown. 

And my love, — my love she is looking down. 

She dimples in rosy smiles ! 
And the sun has made a rent in the sky ; 
But he won't see any as happy as I, 

Not in a million miles ! 
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I DID loiter yester morning 

Where the roses bloom, 

Plucked a rose, and gave to — ^whom ? 
One who is so dear, so dear, 
That oh ! 'tis very hard to bear 

Her cruel scorning 1 



And I told her : " Many hours 

This poor rose has pined 

That the sun is too unkind ; 

For he marks not her repining, 

Tho' he never tires of shining 

On other flowers ! " 



She took my flower to her bosom : 
" Nay I it shall not die ! 
I will watch it tenderly, 
I will give it love and care, 
I will save it from despair, 
Poor little blossom ! " 
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" Little flower, broken-hearted 

For neglectful sun, 

Could not bear to bloom alone ! 
Could not bear the cruel shade. 
Could not bear that sun delay'd 
While his daily round he made ! — 

Little flower, tender hearted ! " 

Then she drooped her eyes, and said. 
Looking shyly down, 
Looking sweetly down — 
" What at mom is in the shade. 
Shall at noon time have the sun ! 
Love is oft disguised in hating ; — 
Love is worthy of much waiting." — 

This is what my love she said ! 
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AUTUMN SONNETS. 



Too soon, too sadly, O \iespairful trees, 

Ye lose your timid heart. Is't not a shame 

That when across the waving fields doth come 

The first vague warning of an autumn breeze. 

Ye haste to doff your summer liveries ? 

Hark how your feathered tenants chirp and chide, 

That ye must needs undo their leafy home 

AVherein they twitter day-long, and would bide 

Until the com be ripe upon the leas ! 

Oh, bid them stay ! — too soon, alas, too soon, 

Ye shall be left in barren nakedness. 

Beneath the cold eye of the frosty moon 

Of winter ; and the breezes, pitiless 

Of thee and of my heart, shall make one wilderness. 

II. 

Must ye needs blush, O leaves, before ye die ? 
Wherefore ? it is no shame that never more 
Your lover Sun shall woo ye tenderly. 

10 
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For see, his lovely championing is o'er \ 

The frost has overcome him ; verily 

It is no shame that never a one is nigh 

Of all your feather'd friends, which heretofore 

Did twitter forth your praises from within, 

Couch'd somewhere in among ye. 'Tis no sin 

Of yours that this unkindly gale forgets 

Those whisper'd secrets of the summer days 

Which made ye dance for joy. The Sun he sets 

For men and leaves ; ay, and fair love decays ! 

There is no thing on earth which is the same always ! 



III. 

Ah, now ye weep, because the sorrowful Rain 
Has falPn this morn and told you a sad tale, 
How loves do flee and ne'er come back again ; 
And how fair vows are broken and do fail ; 
And how the dearest hopes have none avail ; 
But joy must have inevitable pain 
Lurking somewhere behind his treacherous face. 
This is the hateful justice of all lives, — 
Nature's most merciless law, which only gives 
To take away ; a very bitter grace 
Is Nature's I I do weep as well as ye, 
O leaves ! for life is hard, is hard to bear ; 
And when our dearest loves do fail and flee. 
Oh, well I know there is no comfort anywhere. 
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IV. 

I will go hence, I cannot linger here 

And see the last poor leaflet borne away 

Over the sad land, a dead thing, and sear, 

Slain by the falseness of the frosty air, 

Which woo'd her softly many a summer day 

And told her she was very fair and dear — 

Her lover then, her murderer at last. 

Ah me ! I will not see it — I will go. 

But when the Winter's triumphing is past. 

And there is sun to slay the hateful Snow, 

Then I will come and see the emerald Spring 

Kiss the young land to life. But I will tell 

All tender leaflets that the Breeze's spell 

Is false, and all his wooing, and soft languishing. 



v. 

But when the last and dearest bird of all — 
Dearest as loth to leave me here alone — 
When that the latest lingering lark is flown. 
And fades in distance the last swallow's call ; 
When the wild wind with gusts perpetual. 
Has torn the last despairful leaf, and hurl'd 
With hideous shrieking of his cruel mirth 
Her fragile corpse into the frosty world ; 
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When never a flower blooms in all the earth \ 
The ash has shed her berries and sat down 
To wait for Summer ; and the insidious Snow 
With one vast cruel gulping of white dearth 
Takes all the land ; and stunn'd with icy woe 
The stream is still, — oh, whither, whither shall I go ? 

VI. 

Ay, whither shall I go on this sad day, 

Now that the winter hath bereaved me 

Of sunshine and the sweet society 

Of flowers, and the birds are all away ? 

Would I could take me wings and flee, as they. 

From summer unto summer, endlessly ! 

Ah, heaVn ! to find those joys of summer time. 

Whereof my heart knows no satiety 

In the warm glory of a distant clime ! 

Alas, poor widower I ! my love is dead, 

My tender love the summer. I am left 

An old, old man, a lonely thing, bereft 

Of loves, and friends, and children ; they are fled, 

Perish'd for evermore, for ever vanished. 

VII. 

Say, are ye dead, O trees ? is Summer dead ? 
Have all the flowers perished one by one ? 
Are the birds dead, and am I left alone ? 
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Or do ye sleep till this hard time be fled ? 

What is become of Sun, the goodly Sun ? 

Is he too perish'd, gone below the ground ? 

Now, while I list, there is a cruel sound 

Of rough Winds, full of hideous merriment 

Because the kind pure Snow has all around 

Built up an universal monument 

To my dead love the Summer ; the kind Snow ! 

What tho' the tyrant Breezes mock and laugh, 

See, I will write the Summer's epitaph : 

" Here lies my love the Summer : I am full of woe ! " 



VIII. 

In truth, I know not when the Summer died ; 
What moment she her lovely sway resigned 
And passed for ever, and the Autumn reign'd. 
For long had been, while yet she did abide, 
Wailings of breezes in the air ; and sigh'd 
The tree-tops for prophetic sorrow bow'd. 
Also the birds had piped for many a day 
Less and less joyously ; and many a cloud 
Had passing, seen, and wept and fled away. 
For oh, 'twas sad to see the land so gay. 
And all things knowing she was doom'd to die. 
Poor merry Summer ! Therefore, day by day 
She passing, flow'r by flower, gradually, 
I know not when she closed her latest flower eye. 
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IX- 

No wonder that ye blink your pitjring eyes, 

watchful stars ! If ye had wholly hid 

In shocked distress your heads behind the skies, 

1 had not marked your anguish with surprise. 
Ye would have done but as your master did. 

The great Sun ! Know ye, when the Frost did come 

On that first mom, and like a gaping tomb 

The Earth lay, with dead flowers ever3nyhere. 

He dared not look upon her ; and were dumb 

All birds. And oh, it was so very drear 

That I did long to hide my head and die 

EVn as the Sun ; but he did reappear, 

Therefore I died not, but live on and sigh, 

And sing, and wait, for Spring is coming by-and-bye. 

X. 

Oh, but I pity for thee, thou broad land. 
Whom late the merciless breezes have deflowered. 
Thou liest like a victim overpowered 
By many secret foes, a cowardly band 
Which did subdue thee with unequal hand. 
Thou sleeping ! how thou liest, with dull eye 
Glaz'd, as in death, and fixdd piteously 
Upon thy helpless lover, the sad Sky, 
For he is overcome as well as thou. 
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See how his face, which smiled summer long, 
Is gloomy with a vain despairing now ! 
Oh, but I pity for thee, thou dead lea ! 
Thou hast not ev'n the lark, whose lusty song 
At least might pierce this snow and tell that Spring shall 
be. 

XL 

For Spring shall surely be, shall surely be ! 

And shall I tell thee, O thou sad, sad Earth, 

How I do know this thing so certainly. 

That Spring shall surely be, shall surely be ? 

Oh, sad land, hear my secret ; it is worth 

The misery of a winter ! Spring shall come. 

And this is how I know it : all of gloom 

Must vanish in the bliss of sunny days. 

Because God made the earth for His own joy ! 

He cannot do without the hymn of praise 

Which rises to Him, incense-sweet, always 

Up from the Summer ! let the Frost employ 

His fiercest wrath to work thy misery. 

Yet thou shalt laugh, O land, for Spring shall surely be ! 



XII. 

God cannot do without the great love-hymn 

Which swelleth heavenward from the leas and groves ; 

Where never a living thing that blooms or moves 
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But joineth in the unspoken psalm sublime ! 

The whole of summer teems with little loves, 

And God hath need of these. He loves to see 

How that the lark scales on his harmony 

Up — ^up, for love ! and how the perfumes climb 

From myriad flowers upward, to His throne, 

All, all for love of life, — ^and what is life 

But God ? Therefore, tho' tyrannous winds be rife, 

And those dear birds have lost their merry tone, 

And those dear flowers be perished utterly — 

God will recall them, ay ! both for Himself and me ! 

XIII. 

Nay ! Winter shall not slay me with his woe ! 

What tho' no voice be merry in the trees. 

And ne*er a flower twinkle in the leas, 

But only one dull mantle of sad snow 

Do bind my melancholy sight, below, 

And sunless, cheerless, hopeless Heav'n above ? 

For these bright things whose merry melodies 

Did make, but now, such rapture in the grove ; 

And their seared sisters gone below the earth 

From whence they came, — ^when that the wizard Spring 

Wakes all the land from rest, these in new mirth 

Shall learn to bloom, and these, returned, shall bring 

The treasure of their offspring, for to see 

How sweet a thing it is to sing their songs to me ! 
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XIV. 

How sweet to sit and sing, while that I hear ! 

I am their fellow, and they know it well. 

So do the flowers know it ! I am dear 

Both to all flowers and all birds. The year 

Is full of love for me, — and I could tell 

How the young maiden Summer and my heart 

Have communed, like young lovers, with soft words 

From me, she with the sorcery of her art 

Of sweet sounds and gay flowers and dear birds. 

And many scents. But now we are apart j 

The jealous Frost has chased her from my breast, 

And I must weep ; for man loveth me not : 

The Summer is my bride, — I love her best. 

Now she is fled away, and — oh ! my cruel lot ! 

XV. 

The land is full of woe, and so am I. 
She lies dejected in her bitterness, 
A very wretched thing, full of distress. 
Because but now a hapless Breeze went by, 
A messenger which could not help to sigh 
For sadness of his message j on his wing 
The cruel Frost had set his hated seal. 
And when the flowers beheld they one and all 
Petal by petal sear'd and 'gan to fall ; 
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And all the birds did hush their carolling 

For woe ; the very rivulet in awe 

The abominable Winter's token saw, 

And suddenly forgot her murmuring, 

Lying in fix'd distress, a sad and silent thing ! 

XVI. 

Oh, wait a little ! let but warrior Sun 

Go hence, somewhither — underneath the earth ! 

There he shall gather strength, and learn the worth 

Of desolation, till the days be done 

That Frost may fright the flowers from to bloom ! 

The Sun is spent with kissing ; he is gone 

Down for a space into his temporal tomb, 

A weary thing and sad. But he will come ; 

The primrose will not let him long remain ; 

And when a few dull days are vanished. 

From this dry earth will peep her little head 

And eye the naked heaven ; not in vain ! 

For at the sight the sorrowful Sun will cheer. 

And rise and call his flowers to greet him everywhere ! 



XVII. 

Dear Sun is making a good fight of it, — 
The dear, brave Sun ! for every now and then 
He bursts his prison-clouds and smiles again 
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Over the vanquished Earth, where Frost doth sit. 

But Earth, alas ! reviveth not a whit, 

And all the valour of the Sun is vain ! 

Yet on this mom I saw a goodly sight 

Down by the rill ; for in the unwatch'd night 

Frost had begun with hateful alchemy 

To bind the struggling stream, which to his might 

Already was a-yielding. Suddenly 

The champion Sun appeared, full orb'd, below. 

He did but sit and glare, — and instantly 

Frost vanished, and the stream did unbeleaguer'd flow ! 

r 

xviii. 

The fair red banners of the sycamore 

Lie ravished on the cold and desolate earth, 

As tho', forsooth, they had not any worth ! 

Yet when the air a sound of Summer bore. 

These lay not low as now, but high in air 

Clad excellently this brown skeleton here. 

Alas ! that he shall never see them more ! 

No wonder that he wrings his empty hands 

For misery, — he is bereaved sore ! 

And whither, think you, shall his children go ? 

Oh ! they must wander over many lands. 

Poor ravish'd things ! no place will have them now ! 

Like guilty wretches, fearful of the day. 

They will go creeping, creeping, — till they rot away ! 
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XIX. 

What comfort hast thou, Day ? not risen Sun ! 
His kissing did not sever Night from thee. 
Thou camest from the darkness, cold, alone. 
Dismally weeping ! was it worth to be. 
And this thy plight ? Thou and thy misery 
Had better stay'd and wept yourselves to sleep 
The Winter long, and left the Night to reap 
Full harvest from the dreary earth and me. 
Oh ! but a dismal, dismal, dismal pair are we. 
The dead old earth, and I half dead for woe ! 
What comfort hast thou, Day ? the pattering 
Of thy dull tears is all the sound I know, — 
I who look forth to see the Morning^s wing 
Begemm'd with sunshine, and the birds a-caroUing \ 

XX. 

One morn, when mother Summer sat at play. 
She and her children, the fair leaves and flow'rs. 
Whose little sweet-voiced guests from many bowVs 
Were filling the soft air with carols gay. 
And I sat by and watch'd, as glad as they, — 
Sat there among the flowers in her lap, 
The mother's lap, I said : " Not many hours 
And we, O mother — sorrow worth the hap ! — 
Shall lose the comfort of these loves of ours ; 
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For they shall die and thou must flee away ! " 
Then laugh'd the mother, and a thunder-clap 
Shook her broad breast for mirth. " To die ! " she 

cried, 
'' What is to die ? When Autumn has her sway 
We know another land wherein to bloom and bide ! " 



XXI. 

Yet when usurping Autumn, on a night, 
Swoop'd suddenly down from her frosty lair. 
And Summer fled and left her bowers bare, — 
I, at dim morn, did see a woeful sight ; 
For Summer, mother Summer, in her flight 
Had lost her wits, and marked not, for fright. 
That from her jealous clutches, here and there, 
Dahlias and heliotropes had fallen out. 
And lay upon the cold earth, black and dead ! 
A few lost leaflets, fluttering about. 
In anguish sought their mother ; she had fled 
And left them ! and they perished. Then I sigh'd, 
" Alas, poor Summer ! " and for many a day 
Came mourning for her flowers, where sad and sear 
they lay ! 

XXII. 

But on a mom, I, sadly issuing 

Upon my sorrowful errand, looked to see 
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The wonted sign of Winter's tjranny — 

All Earth with hoary sadness glistening. 

And, lo ! I saw a very wondrous thing. 

The trees had doffd their rimy livery,. 

And over all the bosom of the land 

(As tho* some fairy with her wizard wand 

Had speird it) — ^lay the Summer ! The broad Sun 

Caressed, as of old, the barren ground ; 

And as I gazed in ecstacy around, 

Behold, a flower was blooming, all alone ! 

It was a wondrous sight, — and for a while 

I could not muse, for joy, but only gaze and smile. 



XXIII. 

But soon I knew the truth. Summer had come — 
The mother Summer, with her babe new-born 
A-clinging to her bosom, whom forlorn 
She would not leave behind her. From her home 
Far in the south she came, upon this morn. 
To seek her perished children. All the day 
She kissed, and strove to woo them into life. 
And fondled them with tender blandishings. 
Alas ! for all her wooing — dead they lay ! 
Then was the mother mad for rage and grief. 
And fled, with sighs and heavy mutterings 
Adown the dreary valley, and away ! 
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Then heard I in the bare trees shudderings, 
And cold winds came anon, and Autumn had her 
sway ! 

XXIV. 

I saw the sorrowful Sun at early mom — 
The sorrowful widow'd Sun, which is bereft 
Of all her loves the flowers — yearn forlorn, 
With sad face toward earth, where there was left 
A pitiful daisy flower, sear'd and torn 
By Wind, that rioted the livelong night 
With his boon friend the Frost. These, hand-in- 
hand. 
Had rudely dared to desecrate the land. 
And ravished her sad bosom ; — all for spite, 
For they had robb'd her richness long ago 1 
A hoary mist hung o'er the flower now. 
So that the yearning Sun yeam'd all in vain. 
He could not reach his daughter anyhow. 
And to his widow'd cell he sank him back again ! 

XXV. 

Down in the spinney where the skeletons be. 
Whose name was ash in summer ; where the lime 
Did wave her emerald hair, and o'er the lea 
Shed summer incense (whom the silver rime 
Has clad so fairly yonder, to atone 
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For all the hurt his master Frost has done), 
There bloomed this morn a bluebell, after time. 
A poor sad thing, whbm when the Sun did see 
He cheered and sent a ray, the which did climb 
Adown the silvery boughs, and presently 
Took all his child into one splendid kiss 
Of sunshine. Then the Breeze cried, " What is 

this? 
A violet ! — it is Spring ! " and, at the word 
Turned from the flower and fled, he and the Frost 

abhorred. 

XXVI. 

All that the sunbeams wrought for love of earth 

Thro' many summer days, all that the land 

Brought forth for love of sunshine, all the worth 

Of fruitful showers which the generous hand 

Of Summer dealt into her lap, and all 

The verdant gladness of the year, is fled, — 

Cancelled for evermore, for ever dead. 

The Sun sighed when the latest leaf did fall, 

But all his sighing was of none avail ; 

The Heavens wept when the flowers vanished, 

And, weeping, wrapped the earth in one sad pall 

Of dreary snow ; and over all this dearth 

The bare trees wave their sorrowful arms, and sigh 

As tho' they have no wish except to wholly die. 
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XXVII. 

This mom the sun shone out so lustily 
That verily I thought this wintry gloom 
Was for a little hour overcome, 
And Summer reigning ; where the willows be 
In yonder field, a thrush sang merrily. 
Alas ! the silvery token of the Frost 
Was fixt upon the bosom of the ground ; 
And soon that fickle hope which I had found — 
Oh, sanguine I ! — did flee me, and was lost ! 
For in a while, when that I gazed around. 
The SiAi had hid himself, the bird was gone, — 
And Winter was about me. But the Sun 
Had taught me cheer, and now I dare to sing 
Light through the darkness, and a lovely hope 
of Spring. 



II 
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SONNET. 

Ye little bards whose tireless poesy 

Was never tun'd to woo the unheeding ear 

Of man, — ^accept me for your fellow dear. 

Ye dedicate your generous melody 

Unto the thrilling spirit of the year, 

To lovely life, and the spontaneous air, 

God's breath ; and ye do flit from tree to tree. 

From song to song, — ^but never stay to see 

Whether your carolling unheeded be. 

Or haply any mortal deign to hear. 

So would I sing, and flit from spray to spray, 

Not soaring like the lark to Heaven's gate. 

But resting nearer earth ; and for my lay — 

If any hear — to him I dedicate ! 
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of interest for men of basiness and legislative financiers.'' — 
Public Opinion. 

" We would strongly advise all who wish to see the best and 
latest views upon * Paper Money ' to read Mr. Harvey's book. 
They will rise from the study of it wiser, if not better, men." 
t— Liverpool Porcupine. 



Price One Shilling, 

Addressed to Parents, Employers, and Employed. 
By CHARLES EDWARD PARSONS. 

**Ably argued, and well written. We recommend it alike to 
employers and employed." — Civil Service Review. 



In paper wrapper, price Is, Illustrated. 

A HUMOROUS TALE, BY ERNST ECKSTEIN. 
{Translated from the Fifteenth German Edition,) 

** The original is very popular in Germany, aid it will cer- 
tainly be welcome here, for it is truly comic in its nature, and 
is written with a great deal of genuine fun." — Public Opinion, 

''Amusing without being childish, and highly humorous 
without being coarse." — Figaro, 



LONDON : PROVOST & CO., PUBLISHERS, 



Small 4.tOt cloth gilt, price Is. 6d, 

|t0 Sjed m Jieate, 



A Selection. 



« « 



The enormous sale of " No Sect in Heaven " forms 
of itself evidence of the estimation in which this little tract is 
held. 



|l0 3ttt in S^ate Smts. 



12mo Tracts, in Large Type, price One Penny, 



No Sect in Heaven. 
The Angels' Bouquet. 
The Strait Gate. 
Amy's Dream. 



The Starless Crown. 
The Banner of the 

Gross. 
The Dark Biver. 



Assorted packets of 12, price Is. 



32mo TracU, 



|t0 Std m Seakn Series. 



No Sect in Heaven . . Price 4d. per doz. 

The Starless Crown . . 

The Angels' Bouquet 

The Banner of the Cross 

The Strait Gate 

The Dark Biver . . | 

The Guardian Angel . . 

The Daily Cross 
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Assorted packets of 18, price 6d. 



36, HENBIETTA STKEET, COYENT GABDEN. 



MR. W. A. GIBB'S WORKS. 



In White Enamel and Morocco, with a Design in 'Gold and 

Colours^ 2l8, 



%xlan 6ran0je* 




§inb a Christmas l^fgenb. 

The ILLUSTRATIONS are from DRAWINGS, to which the 

HUNDRED GUINEA PRIZE was awarded by FREDERICK 

LEIGHTON, W. E. FROST, and JOHN PETTIE, Esqrs. 

'* Written with power, and contains many passages of not a little beanty." 
— Saturday Review. 

. " A very beaatifol edition of this churming poem. A gem of the season." — 
Morning Po$t. __^ 

In White Enamel and Morocco^ with a design in Gold and 
ColourSi 8«., or Cloth Boards^ 6j<. 

g. Sforg of parblt-dlasa Jtift. 

*' * Harold Erie ' is a powerful story. There are tender touches of consum- 
mate grace, and emotions, events, and sacrifices are narrated which show how 
fertile this theme has become in the hands of an accomplished writer." — 
BritUh Quarterly. 

In White Enamel and Morocco ^ with a design in Gold and 

Colour*, Is. 6d. 

^ ^tgtnh'Of tl^e §ags of Jling Sitif^m. 

Library Edition, cloth boards. Price 5s. 
Popular Edition, paper wrapper. Price Is. 



Foolscap 8vo, cloth. Price 5s. 

*' ' The Story of a Li'e ' is mirked by touches of nnmistalEable genius, 
graces of poetic imagination, refinement, and taste. Many passages have in 
them the true and undoubted ring of poetry in the very highest sense, lufty, 
pure thoughts clothed in words of melody and strength." — Standard. 



LONDON : PROVOST & CO., PUBLISHERS. 






Small 4tOf clothe gilt edges, price Ss, 6d, 

llnml ye0entrs. 

By GEORGE HURST, F.S.S., F.R.H.S. 

*' A praiseworthy attempt to rescue from oblivion, some of 
the old popular tales of the country districts." — Morning Post. 

" Here is a collection of ver> charming stories, droll and 
startling, natural and supernatural, unnatural and anti-natural, 
which will bring no slight enjoyment to those who are fond of 
telling or hearing a good story." — Public Opinion, 



Small 4to, Black cloth, price 5s, 

Jfktoers of 1|assbn. 



By GEORGE MOORE. 

•*Real poetic power is manifest in all." — Literary World. 

** Several of Mr. Moore's sonnets and songs are sensible, and 
that is a great recommendation, while others indicate con- 
siderable poetic feeling and power of expression." — Glasgow 
Herald. 

** Shows talent and considerable originality," — American 
Register. 

Crown Svo, cloth, price 4s. 

By HENRIETTA and CHARLOTTE ARNOLD. 

The Hon. Mrs. Norton writes of these poems : — ** All have a 
sweet and true feeling, that gives a pleasant soul to the words." 

" Some of them are beautiful conceptions, clothed in graceful 
language." — Cork Examiner. 



Fcap Qvo, cloth, price Ss. 



" The author is indubitably a lyric poet of no small power." 
— The Scotsman. 

" The story of the 'Cross,' and the * gentle queen ' is felicit- 
ously told." — Peterborough Advertiser, 



36, HENRIETTA STREET, COVENT GARDEN. 



Crovm 8t>o, cloth Uttered, price 6«. 

By G. CHBISTOPHER DAVIES Author of "Mountain, 
Meadow, and Mero/' ** Bambles and Adventures of our Sch(K)l 
Field Club," " The Swan and her Crew,'* "Angling Idylls," &c. 

** Deeply faaeinatiiig book." — Wrexham AdvertUer. 



Small \to cloth extra, gilt edges, price 5«. 

By F. MALCOLM DOHERTY. 

** PoBseaemg a quiet beauty and a delicacy of expression which make them 
a Boorce of delight for the reader. The entire collection demonstrates that 
the Author possesses the true poetic gift.**— Court Journal. 



Foolscap 8t70, cloth, gilt edges, price Es. 

\tt MamvAB. 




By Dr. R. A. DOUGLAS-LITHGOW. 
'* Charming and fresh inspirations of the Mose." — Public Opinion, 



Foolscap Bvo, cloth lettered, price, 5«. 

By F. SCARLETT POTTER. 
'* Mr. Potter can write verse well.'* — Spectator, 



Illustrated Edition, handsomely bound, price Bs. 

^ppk §lffSS0ms, 

Gathered in my own and French Orchards. Poems and Songs. 

By W. H. C. NATION. 



LONDON: PROVOST A CO., PUBLISHERS. 



Croun BvOf cloth, two volumes, price 21«. 

"Thtt work of a highly cnltivated man, with no Uttle tedmical skill and 
eonsiderable poetio feeling. "—Tfc« Oraphie, 



FooUcapt 8t;o, clothe gilt edges, price 2s, 6d, 

Matt^wg iax i\it gjeatr; 

giiih otl^rr lloiems. 

By FAITH CHILTERN, Author of "The Daily Cross/* 

*' The most touching and beautiful of the Idyllic pictures 
here presented is the poem * Annie.' " — Public Opinion. 



Foolscap %vo, cloth lettered, price 6«. 

J[atr Jlffsantffntr; 

By B. MONTGOMERIE RANKING. Third Edition. 
" Contains much unusually valuable poetry." — Athenaum. 



Foolscap Qvo, cloth lettered, price 38. 6J. 

% Iptgtiitr 0f "^axdxtxB, 

*' The verse is smooth, and the heroic incidents of the battle 
told in spirited lines, whilst the legend itself is pleasing." — 
Literary World. 

Foolscap Qvo, cloth lettered, price 3s, 6d[. 

^t %n^d ai f ok ; 

By RICHARD STURGE8. 

"A true vein of poetry runs throughout the little collec- 
tion." — Land and Water. 



36, HENRIETTA STREET, COVENT GARDEN. 



The Oobd^i Club have taken one entire Edition of this 

work. 

Fourth {PeopWi) Edition^ price 1«. 
ESSAYS BY THE LATE M. F. BASTIAT. 




**The writer shows a keen insight into the much vexed 
problems of Political Economy, and often solves them with 
singular skill." — The Standard, 

**This cheap little yolome contains translations of five 
trenchant and witty articles and pamphlets. Their repubUca- 
tion in English is particularly opportune at the present time." 
— The Examiner, 

** A variety of interesting, economical, and theoretical poli- 
tical questions are discussed in a forcible and telling way." — 
Westminster Review. 

" Very shrewd, amusing, and instructive. "-r-Sipectotor. 

'*M. Bastiat is very temperate, thoroughly logical, quite 
free from crotchets, and easily comprehensible." — Illustrated 
Review, 

" If ever the truths which it (* Political Economy ') inculcates 
are to be brought home to the minds of the multitude, it must 
be by the clear exposition and felicitous illustrations of writers 
like Bastiat." — Peterborough Advertiser, 

"Thoroughly sound and valuable set of Essays." — Exeter 
Post, 



LONDON : PROVOST & CO., 
36, HENRIETTA STREET, COVENT GARDEN. 
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